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| Flash Gordon: 

! Fiery Planet 

j The indefatigable 
j Flash Gordon battles 
I the forces of Ming the 
1 Merciless, the most 
diabolical tyrant ever to suppress a star 
system, in Fiery Planet. Now see the 
original serial in this complete 1 3 
episode 2-volume set. Gasp at the 
startling special effects! Thrill to the 
edge-of-your-seat action! Don’t miss this 
collector's item complete edition of 
Fiery Plane t. (B&W) 

#6069 2 Volumes 

(Approx. 180 minutes) $29.98 

Flash Gordon 
Collector's Set 

Join Flash Gordon, Dale 
Arden and Dr. Zarkov 
as they battle Ming the 
Merciless, the evil 
Emperor of Mongo, in 
four original episodes. 
This Collector’s Edition contains The 
Purple Death From Outer Space , The 
Deadly Ray From Mars, The Peril From 
Planet Mongo and Spaceship To The 
Unknown #4362 4 Volumes $79.98 

Star Wars Trilogy 
Letterbox 
Collector's 
Edition 

For the first 
time ever on 
video, all three 
films in Letter 
box format. This 
Letterbox Collector's Edition also 
includes: a fourth video, From Star 
Wars To Jedi, The Making Of A Saga ; 
a 48-page George Lucas book; a 
Certificate of Authenticity personally 
signed by George Lucas and incredible 
hologram packaging. A must for every 
Star Wars fan and collector! (Color) 
#5927 Collector’s Edition 4 Volumes 
$99.98 
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This animated feature is the 
best in Japanimation. A-KO 
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except that within ner 
diminutive frame lies super- 
human strength. Direct from 
Japan, this is one of the best- 
selling features and it has 
never been offered at this low 
price. Dubbed in English. 

CAUTION: Contains nudity. (Color)’ 
#6133 Approx. 86 minutes $29.98 





Buck Rogers 

Join Buster Crabbe in the 
greatest space adventure 
ever — the original Buck 
Rogers. This 12 episode, 

2-pack set the standards 
for intergalactic action 
and mind-bending special 
effects! Held in suspended 
animation for 500 years by Nirvano 
gas, Buck Rogers is discovered in the 
25th century by a scouting patrol. 

Buck quickly learns that criminal mas- 
terminds, led by Killer Kan, will destroy 
the earth unless he can devise a plan! 
You won’t want to miss this serial 
which started the Sci-Fi craze. (B&W) 
#6036 2 Volumes 
(Approx. 237 minutes) $29.98 

Buck Rogers In The 
25th Century 

Based on the famous 
1 930s comic strip which 
launched an era of science 
fiction heroes. Gil Gerard 
stars as Buck Rogers, an 
astronaut in 198/, who is 
time-warped into the future f 
five centuries. Buck finds 
himself aboard the flagship of the com- 
puter-run Draconian Empire, where the 
adventure is just beginning. But Buck 
soon realizes the world he knew no 
longer exists. (Color) 

#6892 Approx. 88 minutes $19.98 
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Here comes the action-packed sequel 
to the popular Project A-KO. Summer 
vacation comes to Gravitation High 
School and the girls can’t wait to get 
out of school! A-KO, a high 
school student with 
incredible superpowers is in 
danger. You see, the 
wealthy and beautiful B-KO 
will not rest until she can 
et A-KO out of the way. 
'hings get really crazy 
when B-KO builds a giant 
robot to destroy A-KO 
and it lands into the 
hands of the powerful Daitokuji 
Financial Group. Original Japanese 
dialogue with English subtitles. (Color) 
#6946 Approx. 70 minutes $29.98 
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Day The Earth Stood Still 

Gort, Klaatu barada 
nikto! With those words, | 

Patricia Neal saved the 
Earth from complete ZMX 
destruction in this 1951 * i ' 3 “ 
science fiction classic. A pioneer in the 
genre, this film was one of the first to 
portray aliens from space as advanced 
supermen with unexplainable technolo- 
gy rather than bug-eyed monsters. 
Michael Rennie is Klaatu, an inter- 
galactic policeman who has come to 
Earth on a mission of friendship, but he 
finds the people of Earth less than 
cooperative. When he is fatally wound- 
ed, the giant robot Gort begins a mis- 
sion to destroy the Earth. (B&W) 

#4109 Approx. 92 minutes $19.98 

The Rocky Horror 
Picture Show 

This mad mix of classic 
horror/sci-fi and outrageous ^ 
fantasy is one of the most 
popular cult films of all time. 

Who can forget the time 
warp? Never before offered at \ 
this price, you will want to own 1 
this classic and maybe even host your 
own Rocky Horror midnight movie 
party! Stars Tim Curry, Barry Bostwick 
and Susan Sarandon. Limited quanti- 
ties available. 

#3750 Approx. 100 minutes 
Was $89.98 Now $19.98 

The Hitchhiker’s Guide To 
The Galaxy 

Join the wildly comic and cosmic 
adventures of Englishman Arthur Dent 
and Ford Prefect, an alien from the 
planet Betelgeuse as they travel across 
outer space. This 2-volume set con- 
tains all six episodes of Douglas 
Adams’ best-selling Sci-Fi fantasy mas- 
terpiece. Plus, you’ll receive the jr™ 0 " 
back Hitchhiker's Guide To The G 
with a Galactic Glossary. (Color) 

#6278 2 Volumes & Book $34.98 
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Letters 



Dear Mr. Edelman, 

It’s refreshing, here in the very late 20th 
century, when so much of humankind’s 
space-faring potential has been squandered, 
to read your editorial in the March ‘94 Sci- 
ence Fiction Age and find that some of us 
still maintain a hopeful optimism for the fu- 
ture of man in space. It’s difficult to imagine 
why the necessity for sustained space ex- 
ploration isn’t as obvious to everyone as it is 
to people like you and me, but that’s the re- 
ality we live with today. Even if we can’t give 
our children the stars themselves, perhaps 
we can at least give them the dream. That’s 
what I’m trying to do with my 7-year-old and 
4-year-old daughters, who may be the only 
kids in their schools who hear bedtime sto- 
ries that were written by Heinlein, Asimov, 
Bradbury and Clarke. 

Sincerely, 

Curt Phillips 

Dear Mr. Edelman, 

My husband came home from work yes- 
terday with a new SF magazine he’d picked 
up. He said he’d never seen it before, but it 
looked interesting. He’d read a couple of the 
stories and was pleased with them. He also 
liked the science discussions. When he 
showed me the magazine, it was Science 
Fiction Age. I told him I’d been reading the 
magazine since the first issue. Now he’s 
starting on all my back issues. Good job. 
Keep it up. 

Deborah Millitello 

Dear Editor: 

I had to smile at Pieis Anthony’s remark 
in his May 1994 essay that there “may” be 
“some society” where a woman would be 
judged according to a masculine template. 
Look around, Mr. Anthony; you are living in 
such a society! 

Until very recently, the medical sciences 
based the standards of physical health on 
the male body. And it is only right now that 
the psychiatric profession is abandoning a 
masculine template for mental health. The 
myth of the separate and self-sufficient “lone 
cowboy” is giving way to the feminine ideal 
that we are all healthier and happier when 
interconnected with good relationships. 

Sincerely, 

J. D. Cook 

Dear Scott, 

I haven’t read the whole May issue yet, but 
it’s good to see some experimenting going 
on, like Greg Benford’s California experi- 
ence “The Bigger One.” One more reason 
why I live on a big hill in Southern CA. And 
Benford’s “A Lyrical Hardness” is a much 



better treatment of an artist than most. It’s 
good to see someone try to get into the 
artist’s mind. It would be interesting as a fol- 
low-up to see Bob Eggleton doing a piece on 
how hard it must be to write things. 

Good thing you mentioned the DC-X, be- 
cause nobody else seems interested. Looks 
like yet another affordable, perfectly feasi- 
ble idea getting nothing but abuse. Why is it 
that affordable projects get laughed off the 
drawing board these days? The flashy days 
are gone. These days we need workable so- 
lutions which moderate-sized companies 
can afford to invest in. The dialogue was 
knowledgeable, and had widely different 
views without arguing or being preachy. 
Good stuff. 

You seem to enjoy overturning stones. I 
enjoy low-budget movie magic, but never 
heard of any of John Ellis’ works. They 
slipped through the cracks, and now I need 
to find them. People do struggle to get their 
visions on film, and while it is partially in- 
sane to try to compete with multi-million 
dollar effects companies, sometimes a little 
ingenuity can make something look almost 
as good. It is good to talk about creative 
folks, when we are bombarded by mass-pro- 
duced mundaneity. The blurb on Tim Sulli- 
van was neat, too, since he was so good in 
The Laughing Dead. A great shame that it is 
such a struggle putting films together these 
days. 

On the other hand, Piers Anthony’s piece 
goes more or less nowhere, but it takes a few 
interesting turns and brings up some good 
points— The Template in particular. Yet how 
are we to deal with the world without creat- 
ing templates for the billions of objects that 
flash by each day? 

The production of the magazine is excel- 
lent. I’ve always loathed the quarter-page 
newsprint format of the “major” mags. I 
hope you’ve found a balance where you can 
actually make a profit with this format, be- 
cause I know what it must cost. The ads are 
so colorful and weird that they actually aug- 
ment the format. 

I brought the issue in to work today and 
everyone just had to see it, and they didn’t 
just skim it, either. I may need to subscribe. 
Unfortunately, the first thing I do with any 
mag is rip out the accursed Cards & Stiff 
Things which make it impossible to flip 
through the mag comfortably. 

All in all: good show. 

Cheers, 

Scott Virtes 



Readers— Please let us know how we’re 
doing at: Letters to the Editor, Science Fiction 
Age, P. 0. Box 369, Damascus, MD 20872. 
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The events chronicled in the 
seminal and award-winning 
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ning. Fifty years later Man is, 
or seems to be, on Mars to 
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strange, even compared to the 
population of cyborgs, half- 
cyborgs and human misfits 
who now occupy the Red 
Planet. The computer net on 
which all Martian life depends 
has long seemed to have “a 
mind of its own,” and now 
that mind seems to be in a 
very bad mood.... 

0-671-87605-8 
352 pages 
$20.00 

HARDCOVER 



PRAISE FOR MAN PLUS 

^Compelling! 77 — A Reader's Guide to Science Fiction 
^Outstanding! 77 — The Science Fiction Source Book 
^Satisfying...” — Science Fiction: The 100 Best Novels 
^Remarkable...” — The New Encyclopedia of Science Fiction 
^Plausible! 77 — Encyclopedia of Science Fiction 

Distributed by Paramount. 



BOOKSELLERS & 
LIBRARIANS: 

Call 1-800-ITS-BAEN for 
your free poster! 







Editorial 

By Scott Edelvian 



Never forget that 25 years ago 
there really was a man in the moon. 




The miracles of 
technology once took 
us to the Moon, and 
must someday do so 
again. 



W HEN I WAS A CHILD, SPACE TRAVEL WAS ONLY 
a dream. When I became a teenager, it was 
briefly a reality. And now that I am an 
adult, it seems that it has sadly slipped 
back to being a dream once more. 

Now is the time to think about these things, and to 
contemplate what it is that we have lost, or rather, what 
we were foolish enough to cast away. For we are 
approaching the 25th anniversary of the first time in his- 
tory that man walked on another planetary body. On 
July 16, 1969, Michael Collins, Edwin E. “Buzz” Aldrin, 
and Neil Armstrong were shot into the heavens aboard 
Apollo 11 to begin a voyage as important as that of 
Columbus. And on July 20, Neil Armstrong touched 
down on the lunar surface, taking that one small step 
for a man, that one giant leap for mankind. 

Before Apollo, space travel was mostly the province of 
science fiction. We read of our science fiction dreams, and 
made them our own. Talking about it outside of the con- 
fines of fandom was likely to earn one a sneer from those 
who thought they knew better. While we had our faith in 
the futures of Robert Heinlein, Isaac Asimov and Arthur 
C. Clarke, the world at large had no such faith. Our 
dreams were fodder for the rest of the world’s laughter. 

When John F. Kennedy made his famous promise on 
May 25, 1961, “that this nation should commit itself to 
achieving the goal of landing a man on the Moon and 
returning him safely to Earth,” all that changed. Sud- 
denly, the dreams of science fiction were taken a little 



more seriously. 

I can still remember where I was when man first walked 
on the Moon and Kennedy’s promise was fulfilled. It was 
summer, and so my family was in upstate New York at 
a bungalow colony. We were hunched closely together 



around a black-and-white television set that night. With 
us was a friend of the family, an older man, who was in 
shock that he should have lived to see such a thing. To 
him, all of it was amazing, not just the trip to the moon, 
but the television itself on which we watched the unfold- 
ing story. He remembered a time when even the auto- 
mobile itself was new. He watched in awe. 

I was also full of awe, but it was awe of a different 
nature. I know that many of us who were the children 
of science fiction watched the lunar landing in the com- 
pany of men and women who had lived lives in which 
the things that we took for granted were miracles. But 
the awe that rose in us at the sight was not from shock 
that this was possible. Influenced by science fiction, our 
awe was instead a triumphant and celebratory one, a 
cry of the spirit that yes, we had finally done it! 

Thanks to science fiction, I had never had any doubt. 
For I was what might have been called a rocket baby, a 
child raised to believe that anything could happen. I was 
shaped by the science fiction in the pulp magazines, 
comic books, films, radio and so forth into believing that 
of course we would conquer the stars, of course we 
would send people to the Moon, and then on to other 
planets. It was only a matter of when. I fully expected 
that it could be done in time, and in such a way as for 
me to someday make the journey myself. 

Today, a quarter of a century after our great triumph, 
it seems as if the world has rushed past that dream. Just 
this week, I read a newspaper article about how we 
might have to sacrifice the space program to meet the 
parameters of the stringent new budget. The space pro- 
gram, heated up in the midst of the Cold War, may be cast 
aside now that the Cold War is no longer a motivator. I 
am only 39, but for the first time I am beginning to doubt 
that I will see a human landed on Mars during my lifetime. 

Today, with the mass media ganging up to do their 
25th anniversary coverage, it is important that we not 
think of Apollo 1 1 and the other Apollo missions as 
merely a part of history, something old and distant and 
abandoned, a quaint relic to be brought out of the closet 
every time an anniversary rolls around, to be dusted off 
and made into sound bites for the evening news. Apollo 1 1 
was more than just history. More importantly, it is part 
of the process. We must make sure that we do not think 
of Apollo as a brave but foolish step we took long ago 
that need not be repeated. We must not become like a 
frightened man sticking his toe into chilly water, who 
decides that he was never really in the mood for a swim 
anyway. We must all strive to remember that we are too 
brave a species to let that happen to ourselves. 

Ages ago, we crawled from the seas onto dry land. 
Twenty-five years ago we let ourselves briefly graze the 
heavens. We must continue the process and not let the 
naysayers win, for the Moon was only the beginning. 
Science fiction has always known that. As in past gen- 
erations, science fiction must take the lead and continue 
moving us forward to achieve our noblest dreams. □ 
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capturing the essence of the ground-breaking 
television series that's now a part of our American 
heritage. Or, pay tribute to the pioneers of space 
study and travel with a set featuring the United 
Federation of Planets official seal on every check. 
Either way, you'll receive a complimentary 
checkbook cover depicting the Starship Enterprise 
en route to its next cosmic destination. 



This is the first and only offer of its kind. 
That's why every STAR TREK fan — as well as 
all who believe in our potential to touch the 
stars — should have these checks. (And you 
don't need a checking account to order a 
commemorative set for your collection!) 

If you aren't low on checks right now, reserve 
your order by purchasing a check certificate.* 
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This ensures that you'll have your STAR TREK 
checks when you're ready for them. 

Best of all, these’ exceptional, collectible 
checks cost no more — and in many cases 
less — than the generic scenic check packages 
offered by your financial institution. 

This offer won't orbit forever. So send for 
your checks and check certificates today! 



YES! I WANT STAR TREK CHECKS. 



SFA 2-5 



Ordering Instructions 

1 . Send a deposit slip and re-order form (or voided check) from your existing supply. 

No photo copies please! Checks will be mailed to the address printed on your checks, so 
indicate any changes. Certificates will be mailed to the address on the payment check. 

2. Complete and include the order form provided. 

3. Enclose a check payable to The Anthony Grandio Company.' 

4. Commemorative sets are for collection purposes only and require no banking information. 
Please provide on a separate sheet of paper your name and address as you wish it to 
appear on your commemorative set. 

5. To order gift/check certificates call 1-800-472-6346. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed 

If you aren't completely satislied with your order. The Anthony Grandio Company will cheer- 
fully replace it or refund your money in full. Thank you lor your order. We look forward to 
putting your name on these extraordinary checks. Your orders processed with more than 65 
years of check printing experience. 

TM, ® © 1993 Paramount Pictures. All Rights Reserved. STAR TREK is a Registered 
Trademark of Paramount Pictures. The Anthony Grandio Company is an Authorized User. 
'STAR TREK Checks are available only from The Anthony Grandio Company. 



Daytime phone number ( ) 

Please send me : Wallet Style 

□ STAR TREK Classic □ 200 $1 4.95 

□ United Federation □ 400 $29.90 

of Planets □ 800 $54.80" 

"best value 

□ Commemorative set (see #4 at left) 
x $14.95 

Mail to: The Anthony Grandio Company 
P.O. Box 23098 
Jacksonville, FL 32241-3098 
(Please allow 4 weeks t or regular delivery.) 



Start my checks at number 

Duplicate Style Gift/Check Certificate s 

□ 150 $16.95 x $16.95 

□ 300 $33.90 

□ 600 $62.80* 



Total amount of checks 


$ 




For gift/check certificates 


$ 





FL sales tax (add 6.5%) 


$ 





Shipping and handling 


$ 


■9.5.. 


For priority mail add $3.50 


$ 





TOTAL 


$ 


— 



‘Don't forget your family and friends — a check certificate also makes a stellar gift idea! 



Checks printed with soy inks. 







Books 

By Eric T. Baker 



Frederick Pohl’s Nebula-winning saga 
continues in the cyborg sequel Mars Plus. 




Terran Roger 
Torraway was 
turned into the 
First Martian. Now 
he's back. Cover art 
by Steve Hickman. 



I N 1973, 10 YEARS BEFORE WILLIAM GIBSON PUB- 
lished Neuromancei', Frederik Pohl won the Neb- 
ula for Man Plus, the story of NASA astronaut 
Roger Torraway, who submits to his government’s 
cyborg program and becomes the first “man” to colo- 
nize Mars. Now, 10 years after Gibson won the Nebula 
for his vision of a computer-dominated world, Pohl and 
Thomas T. Thomas (who won the Compton Cook Award 
for his first novel, The Doomsday Effect) return to pick 
up the story of Torraway and the Mars society he helped 
to found in Mars Plus (Baen Books, 1994, 352 pages, 
hardcover, $20.00). 

As the book opens, Colonel Torraway has a problem. 
For more than 40 years he has been wandering free on 
the Martian surface. As a cyborg, he is self-contained 
and self-sufficient, with one exception. In the weak sun- 
light of Mars, his collapsible solar panels don’t provide 
quite enough power to keep his batteries charged. Luck- 
ily, a fusion generator located on Deimos beams 
microwaved power down to the surface. By returning 
occasionally to its broadcast footprint, Torraway can 
pick up enough power to keep himself going. The prob- 
lem is that the generator’s 50 year supply of deuterium 
and tritium is about gone, and no one is interested in 
trading with Earth for more. If Torraway doesn’t find a 
way to get more fuel, his freedom will be at an end. His 
power needs will tie him to one of the human colonies. 

The heroine of Mars Plus is Demeter Coghlan, who 
arrives on the planet via a space fountain. (Anytime you 
pick up a book, get to page 10, and start reading about 



a technology of which you’ve never heard, it makes you 
wonder if you’ve been reading enough science fiction.) 

The space fountain is another contender in our 
genre’s eternal quest to design a practical elevator to 
space. Unlike Sheffield’s sky hook (which Kim Stanley 
Robinson featured in Red Mars) the space fountain does 
not hang in orbit. Like a gigantic water toy, the foun- 
tain’s cap (and the freight-transfer station which rides it) 
is held aloft by a stream of ferrite hoops shot up from a 
ground-based linear accelerator at tens of kilometers a 
second. The cap contains an electromagnetic torus 
which turns the stream of 1-kilogram hoops around and 
sends them back to the planet, where another torus 
feeds them into the linear accelerator again, forming a 
closed loop. 

The fountain’s design allows all the construction to 
be done on the planet (the walls of the elevator are hung 
from the ones above them as the hoops push the cap 
slowly higher) and its function does not depend on an 
impossibly strong cable as the sky hook’s does. Another 
benefit of the fountain is that it generates so much elec- 
tromagnetic interference along its length that comput- 
ers cannot establish radio links with one another. 

This last benefit is important, because the computers 
everywhere else on Mars are linked and always on. Pohl 
and Thomas call their cyberspace the Grid, and it has 
problems. Bugs and glitches have worked their way into 
the Grid, causing crashes of systems and applications, 
production of unreliable data, and automatons that go 
inexplicably haywire. Everyone experiences these 
things because everyone in the colonies depends on the 
Grid for their survival, but no one can explain or stop 
them. Are the failures the fault of undetectable viruses, 
or do they occur by human direction? Are there gods 
living in the Grid, or is the Grid itself God? 

Demeter’s presence on Mars is an indirect result of 
one of the Grid’s glitches. A year before she arrived, the 
autocoif which was doing her hair shorted out and drove 
its scissors into her head, piercing her skull and causing 
her some minor brain damage. After her recovery, 
Demeter decided to take time off from her college stud- 
ies and take a vacation to Mars. Since she is the grand- 
daughter of the vice president of Texahoma and has 
been studying to be a diplomat, she is drafted to spy on 
the development project being undertaken by North 
Zealand in the Valles Marineris, an area of Mars that Tex- 
ahoma claims as its own. 

How Demeter’s adventures and Torraway’s actions 
dovetail and proceed to a final climax that effects the 
fate of all humanity forms the body of the book. While 
the colonel tries to find something he can trade the 
colonists for his fuel after living away from them for 40 
years, Demeter sets about winning friends and influ- 
encing people on Tharsis Montes, the planet’s second- 
largest colony. She meets Sun II Suk and Nancy Cuneo, 
experienced spies for United Korea and North Zealand 
respectively, who both try to aid the novice Demeter for 
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Premiere issue in the Star Wors Trilogy Plate Collection 
A Fully Authorized Commemorative Plate 

As the lights go down in the theater, thousands of shimmering stars appear on the screen. 

And then those unforgettable words appear . . "A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away 
. . ." The Star Wars saga has begun. 

Now, to commemorate the 15th anniversary of this important movie premiere, The 
Hamilton Collection presents "Star Wars," a stunning, fully authorized commemorative 
plate. Created by award winning artist Morgan Weistling, "Star Wars" is the premiere 
issue in the Star Wars Trilogy Plate Collection. Highly endorsed by the Star Wars fan club, 
this breathtaking montage brings to life the intriguing personalities of this classic film. 

Each plate will be hand-numbered and accompanied by a same-numbered Certificate of 
Authenticity, in an edition limited to a total of 28 firing days. As an owner of "Star Wars," 
you will have the opportunity - not the obligation - to acquire subsequent plates in the collec- 
tion. Our 30 Day 100% Satisfaction Guarantee assures you order at no risk. 

With the Star Wars movies as popular as ever - interest is expected to be strong. Submit 
your order today! ©1993 HC. All Rights Reserved. 
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Respond by: July 31 ,1994 j 

Please enter my order for the"Star J 
Wars," plate, payable in two monthly . 
installments of $18.75* each. Limit: 1 

One plate per collector. \ 

I need send no money now. I will ] 
be billed for my first installment when my | 
plate is shipped. JDZ1QETA I 

Ms./Mrs./Mr. ! 
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City j 

State Zip I 
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Signature | 
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their own ends. She is helped by the native 
hydrologist Lole Mitsuno and by Ellen Sor- 
bel, who show her Mai's and its society. Most 
importantly, she wins the heart of Jory den 
Ostricher, a Greole, a human surgically 
adapted and computer enhanced to be able 
to survive exposed on the Martian surface. 

Mars Plus begins like this review does, 
with long sections explaining who the 
heroes are, the technological marvels that 
have brought them to Mars, and the condi- 
tions that exist on the Red Planet. Once this 
is out of the way, the book’s pace picks up 
and continues to increase. By the end you 
are so caught up that you ignore the phone 
ringing and snap at your wife when she inter- 
rupts you during the climactic scene on the 
space fountain. Of course, when the ending 
turns out to be very much like what you sus- 
pected it might be, you feel a little let down 
while you’re apologizing to your wife and 
returning your calls. 

Gibson wasn’t the first author to write 
about the implications of the melding of man 
and machines, computers and society, but 
Neuromancer has become a benchmark 
book in our field. If you write a novel about 
a human society dependent on computers 
that are so smart and so interwoven that 
they have a single name, then your novel is 
going to be compared to Gibson’s, and if 
your book is going to be considered great, it 
is going to have to find greater insights than 
his. Mars Phis fails this test. 



On the other hand, a 
book that sucks you in 
and pulls you to the end is 
no small thing. There are 
wonders great and small 
in Mars Plus, from the 
towering space fountain, 
to the search for a clay 
substrate as a virtual water 
drop. There are plenty of 
authentic touches that 
bring the setting of Mars 
to life, from the helium- 
filled air (helium takes the 
place of the relatively rare 
nitrogen) that gives 
everyone a squeaky voice, 
to the husband and wife 
quarrel that, in the colony’s 
cramped space, escalates 
to a near riot. Jory’s pur- 
suit of Demeter is as enter- 
taining as it is doomed. 

If the past year of novels about the Red 
Planet hasn’t worn you out, then Mars Plus 
is a good book to take you back there again. 



Towing Jehovah, by James Morrow, Har- 
court Brace & Company, 327 pages, $23.95 
At heart, I’ve always felt that the best sci- 
ence fiction should tell us something about 
being human, and the best fantasy some- 
thing about being divine. Since my curiosity 
about the nature of divinity outruns that 



towards humanity, I side 
with the angels and find 
most fantasy more com- 
pelling than most SF 
(although science fiction 
that deals with spiritual 
matters often ends up feel- 
ing more like fantasy, a la 
the Starbridge Chroni- 
cles, Grass, The Book of 
the New Sun, A Canticle 
for Lieboivitz, and so on). 
Apart from Paul Parks’ 
sublime Starbridge nov- 
els, most of these books 
have their spines planted 
firmly in the well-tended 
soil of Western religion— 
and we all know what that 
means. Filtered through 
the hazy atmosphere of a 
distant world, the whole 
Judaeo-Christian mess can 
start to look downright cozy: it’s familiar, it 
translates easily to a mock-medieval land- 
scape; heck, you can even bring it to Mars 
and back, throw in a few dimwitted plati- 
tudes and a little soapy sex, and all kinds of 
folks will grok it. 

That’s why it’s nice to have James Morrow 
around. When he gets down to brass tacks 
with religion, it’s usually to poke a few of 
them into the leathery old hide of the patri- 
archy. In his new novel, Towing Jehovah. 



In his new novel, 
Towering Jehovah, 
Morrow sticks it to 
the Big Guy quite 
literally. . . with 
enough wit and 
grace as to endear 
him to any but the 
most humorless 
Inquisitor. 




Worlds of Wopder 

OFFERS THE EXQUISITE BRONZE SCULPTURE OF 

Clayburn S. Moore 

Majestic, intense, powerful. . . those are words collectors use to describe Moores 
award-winning statues in bronze. Each bronze is cast using the traditional lost-wax method, 
and is hand-finished, signed and numbered by the artist. 



Worlds ofWonder 3421 M St. NW, Suite 327, Washington, D.C. 20007 (703) 847-4251 Fax (703)790-9519 



BArrm Dbacon 
Height: 4.5” plus base 
Edition of 100. 

Price: $450. 



Nike 

Height: 8” plus base 
Edition of 1 8. 
Price: SI 150. 



LORD OF THE SAVANNAH 
Height: 1 1.5” plus base 
Edition of 20. 

Price: $2500. 
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AN IMPORTANT DECISION FOR ALL SCI-FI FANS 

Would you rather: 

a.) CONTINUE TO OVERPAY 
for your Science Fiction Collectibles 

OR 

b.) GUARANTEE YOURSELF THE BEST VALUE 
in the entire industry? 



One toll-free call from any telephone in the United States 
guarantees you the best value on science fiction collectibles. 

A group of sci-fi fans has recently launched a catalog venture designed to 
change the way fans buy merchandise by mail. At first glance, 800-TREKKER 
could be just another entry in the endless galaxy of science fiction collectible 
retailers. However, some important differences make this organization worth 
looking into. 




Best of all Worlds 



800-TREKKER combines the energy, enthusiasm and 
courtesy of fan-run organizations, with a high level 
of professionalism not always found in purely fan- 
nish ventures. 

While fans prefer to buy from other fans (rather 
than from large impersonal corporations) , they also 
want to know that diey have made the best buying 
decision possible. 800-TREKKER guarantees it. 



The 800-TREKKER Advantage 



i have 
.they 

M 



Sine 
boug 
have i 

ventures. They actually care about providing quality 
products and value to their customers. What a 
concept! 

Of course, every company in existence ]* uses 
quality, value and service. What makes thi nip 
different? Plenty. 

800-TREKKER has introduced a totally outrageous, 
customer satisfaction guarantee. If you’re not com- 
pletely satisfied with vour purchase, just send it back 
for a full refund, exchange or credit within 90 days! 

800-TREKKER president David Blaise says, “We want 
the words guaranteed quality, value and service 
to mean somediing. 



800-TREKKER will mark die end of the “all sales final” 
mentality so common in the industry. 

IS SB 

In addition to the customer satisfaction guarantee, 
800-TREKKER also offers another groundbreaking 
advantage. If you buy a product from 800-TREKKER 
and then find it advertised for less money elsewhere 
within 90 days, they’ll refund the difference plus an 
additional 1 0% of the difference. This guarantees that cus- 
tomers always receive the best value and price. 

The concept is simple. Provide fellow fans with a 
great catalog, unrivaled guarantee, and a toll-free 
telephone number diat is nearly impossible to forget. 

“Once you’ve heard our name,” says Blaise, “you 
have our telephone number memorized. 800- 
TREKKER. It doesn’t get any easier than that. 

Do yourself a favor. Take this magazine, go to the 
nearest telephone and dial 1 -800-TREKKER.. 

Mention this ad and get a $ 19.95 Communicator 
pin like die one shown above for just $ 1 0.00, 
including shipping! 




It's your call. . . Dial 

800-TREKKER 



The Future of Science Fiction Collectibles 

Design House International, Inc. and its 800-TREKKER service are not in any way affiliated with Paramount Pictures 
Corporation, which controls all rights in and to the "Star Trek" television series and motion pictures, and related rights. 
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JONATHAN 
LETHEM 

"Jonathan Lethem has created a 

TOUR DE FORCE, a blending of 

speculative and noir fiction that is by turns satirical, witty, tough, and 
profound." — ^.udua. S6efuvut, auiAtyt of "Dcetitty 'Wantunc" 

"By turns FUNNY and FEROCIOUS. The Last Good 
Man struggles heroically to survive in a noir world getting 
darker by the minute." — TCittc St**ttey “RotfuuuM,, 

autfion. of “IRed ’THevtafi 

"A BRILLIANT postmodern romp." 

— ficuneo- 'Wiovuuv-, of “(fiity of ViutA." 
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BRACE 

AT BOOKSTORES NOW 



iw-% 

\ W4£ 





Former science fiction 
illustrator Carl 
Lundgren...his first 
ARTOBIOGRAPHY. . . 
written, directed and 
published by Carl 
himself! This first edition 
is limited to just 3,000 
signed and numbered 
copies and is selling out 
fast! 

"... this is not your run-of- 
the-mill art book. . . " 

-Science Fiction 
Chronicle Magazine 

". . .recommended as one 
of the best art books of 
the year..." 

-Locus 

"...the BEST fantasy 
artist EVER (in a parallel 
universe)..." 

-Mr. Magoo 



8 1/2 x 11 • 120 pages • over 150 paintings in full color 
$25.00 (includes shipping) HBH 

CARL LUNDGREN MSB] 

BOX 825 • LECANTO, FL 34460 • (800) 795-9272 
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Morrow sticks it to the Big Guy quite liter- 
ally, though with enough wit and grace as to 
endear him to any but the most humorless 
Inquisitor. 

Morrow’s work may have been termed 
Swiftian, as this dust jacket trumpets, and 
it’s certainly satirical — no one will mistake a 
novel wherein God dies and the Corpus Dei 
ends up being towed by an oil tanker for an 
historical fantasy. But in truth, Morrow’s 
novels are too large-hearted for the compar- 
ison. If Swift’s scathing rages can be seen as 
firestorms, Morrow’s are cheerful bonfires, 
with rationalists and liberals toasting marsh- 
mallows side-by-side over the charred 
remains of such late-century bugaboos as 
atheism, fundamentalism, environmental- 
ism, feminism et al. 

The hero of Towing Jehovah is not God 
(Who, sad to say, is dead as the story opens), 
but Anthony Van Home, late in command of 
the Caribbean Petroleum Company super- 
tanker 'Valparaiso. En route to Port Lavaca, 
Texas, the migraine-plagued captain of the 
Valparaiso left the bridge; shortly afterward, 
the tanker ran afoul of Bolivar Reef. And 
while a grand jury finds Van Home innocent 
of the charges levelled against him, Anthony 
himself can’t accept the verdict — 

Anthony Van Home gnpped the rail , 
stared at the pooling oil, and wept. Had he 
known what was coining, he might simply 
have stayed thei'e, transfixed by the future: 
the five hundred miles of blackened beaches: 
the sixteen hundred acres of despoiled 
shnmp beds ; the permanent blinding of 
three hundred and twenty-five manateees: 
the oily suffocation of over four thousand sea 
turtles and pilot whales; the lethal marina- 
tion of sixty thousa nd blue herons, roseate 
spoonbills, glossy ibises and snowy egiets. . . . 

So here we have a mariner whose alba- 
tross is an entire Nature Conservancy list of 
endangered species: a man of conscience, 
and that conscience a guilty one. The ideal 
man for the job of finding, towing, and at last 
interring the unimaginably vast and slowly 
decaying corpse of the Supreme Being, in an 
Arctic mausoleum carved from an iceberg. 

Van Horne is given his orders by the 
archangel Raphael, but there are others 
interested in the Corpus Dei, namely the Vat- 
ican, which arranges for Van Home to take 
the helm of a retrofitted Valparaiso, and 
which sends as its representative Thomas 
Wickliff Ockham, S.J., physicist and author 
of The Mechanics of Grace and Super- 
strings and Salvation. When Morrow loads 
the Valparaiso's deck with other types— a 
nun, a Jew, an atheist, a feminist/rationalist, 
and so on— and allows them all to grapple 
with the horror and grandeur of God’s death, 
the spectacle seems perilously close to 
becoming a Dirty Apostolic Dozen, a Flying 
Dutchman with a Rainbow Coalition crew. 

But Morrow redeems himself by dint of 
humor and sheer hubris, as well as several 
touching grace notes, including the deaths 
(by empathy) of the entire angelic choir. I 
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especially liked the Central Park West 
Enlightenment League, affluent rationalists 
with names like Barclay Cabot, Sylvia Endi- 
cott, Taylor Scott, Pamela Harcourt, and 
Winston Hawke, whose commitment to their 
cause is stirring. They fear that when news 
of God’s death becomes public, humanity 
will enter a new Dark Age. To prevent such 
a blow to enlightenment, they hire (at a cost 
of millions) Pembroke and Flume’s World 
War Two Reenactment Society to strafe the 
Valpariso’s divine towage, thus destroying 
any evidence that there ever was a Dei to die 
for. At this point, Towing Jehovah’s clever 
satire is nearly swamped by all the flying cir- 
cus shenanigans, but Morrow pulls his jerry- 
built plot out of a stall and, at the last, man- 
ages a surprisingly moving finish. 

After reading Towing Jehovah, I had 
strange and disturbing dreams of a religious 
nature and was relieved to wake up and 
recall that, for now at least, the rumors of 
Yahweh’s demise are exaggerated, or at least 
unconfirmed. It’s a tribute to Morrow’s skill 
as novelist and amateur theologian that he 
could give even a dedicated agnostic a bad 
night’s sleep, by writing boldly about what 
our dear angels most dread. 

Elizabeth Hand 



Summer King, Winter Fool, by Lisa 
Goldstein, Tor, 1994, 320 pages, $21.95 

“Less is more” is an overused phrase, par- 
ticularly in the mouth of someone trying to 
sell you something, around the time it is 
being explained that although the packaging 
is smaller and the product is low-fat and 
clear, you’re somehow coming up the win- 
ner in this bargain, just sign on this dotted 
line, right here. 

Right. Well, look at it this way: Sturgeon’s 
Law applies to the concept too. Ten percent 
of the time, less is more. Particularly when 
a writer such as Lisa Goldstein has taken 
pains in producing a book that pares away 
quite a lot of that unnecessary 90 percent. 

Discard the purple prose. To the trash can 
with those lush descriptions — even if they’re 
part and parcel of our current fantasy con- 
ceits. We’ve come to expect fantasy novels 
to be travelogues to other worlds. Here, the 
trip itself is not the goal: Goldstein is after a 
more subtle reward for her readers. 

This may make it sound as though Sum- 
mer King, Winter Fool is going to come up 
short in the story-telling department. But 
just consider the following: 

Valemar and Narrion are cousins, courtiers 
in the vapid and dissolute court of King 
Gobro the III of Etrara. Gobro is an illegiti- 
mate heir, chosen among his equally illegiti- 
mate half-sisters and brothers. Hidden since 
birth, the legitimate heir awaits self-discov- 
ery. The murder of King Gobro will set off 
events that plunge Etrara and other lands 
into chaos. 

Scathiel and Callabrion are the dark and 
bright twin sons of the goddess Sbona, 
ascending in turn each year to bring winter 
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Uncle Budd/s Phantom Funhouse 
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"The most ambitious hypcrfiction yet 

attempted The variety of its 

imaginative hypertcxlual innovations 
alone makes this imposing enterprise a 
major electronic publishing event and 
a lot of fun." - Robert Coover, The 
New York Times Book Review 



Disk files. Zines. Email. Galleys. 
Two basement tapes. 

One chocolate box. 

Too many links to count. 

For Macintosh computers. 
$39.95 



Eastgate Systems, Inc. 

fine hypertext since 1982 (800) 562-1638 

134 Main Street, Watertown MA 02172 USA 




SCIENCE FICTION CONTINUUM 

CATALOGUE OF SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASY, AND HORROR 

THE AIRZONE SOLUTION 

STARRING COLIN BAKER PETERDAVISON 
SYLVESTERMCCOY JONPERTWEE 

An environmental catastrophe looms. Toxic Air Alerts are 
frequent, and changes in the climate seem irreversible. 

A TV weatherman (Colin Baker), the ghost of infamous 
investigative reporter (Peter Davison), his mysterious mentor 
(Jon Pertwee) and an environmental activist (Sylvester 
McCoy) work to expose a terrifying conspiracy! $24 99 

THE STRANGER Starring Colin Baker £ Nicola Bryant 



STRANGER DOUBLE FEATURE 

SUMMONED BY SHADOWS 
I MORE THAN A MESSIAH 
| Also featuring Sophie Aldred 

$24.99 





NEW DOCTOR WHO VIDEOS!! 

THE AZTECS 
CITY OF DEATH 
PLANET OF THE SPIDERS 
REVELATION OF THE DALEKS 
ROBOT 
TERMINUS 
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OTHER AVAILABLE DOCTOR WHO TITLES: 



TOM BAKER 
ARK IN SPACE 
BRAIN OF MORBIUS 
DEADLY ASSASSIN 
KEEPER OF TRAKKEN 
LOGOPOLIS 

MASQUE OF MANDRAGORA 
TYRAMIDr 



JONPERTWEE 
DAEMONS 
DAY OF THE DALEKS 
DEATH TO THE DALEKS 
PERTWEE YEARS 



PETERDAVISON 
EARTHSHOCK 
THE FIVE DOCTORS 
CAVES OF ANDROZANI 
CASTROVALVA 



iS OF MARS 



REVENGE OF THE CYBERMEN 
ROBOTS OF DEATH 
SHADA 

TALONS OF WENG CHIANG 
TERROR OF THE ZYGONS 
TOM BAKER YEARS $29.99 
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and summer to mortal lands. When 
Callabrion falls in love with the Earth and 
refuses to return to Heaven on his appointed 
date, an endless winter falls on Etrara. 

During the reign of King Tariel, the poet- 
mages were poisoned, killed, and otherwise 
discouraged severely. Etrara is a land that 
has lost most of its magic and poetry. Will 
the gift of the last poet-mage find expression, 
and will that gift be enough to bring peace 
and healing to the chaos of a conquered 
kingdom? 

Those are only three of the plots braided 
into Summer King, Winter- Fool, enough to 
fill any single volume of a trilogy. But — sur- 
prising perhaps in this day of overstuffed 
books and endless series— Goldstein man- 
ages all of this in 320 pages. 

Plots twist and reverse when one expects 
it the least. Characters are presented with 
dilemmas and deadly tests of trust. Yet it 
never feels as though a character has col- 
lected plot coupons in the correct order 
when he or she achieves some goal: all tri- 
umph, or failure, is purchased with blood, 
sweat, toil, and/or teal's. One begins to pon- 
der: at whom exactly is this story aimed? It 



isn’t the fantasy reader who demands a 
guided bus tour through wonder. Goldstein 
does not stint on descriptions, just on their 
length. The telling details are all present, so 
all the reader has to do is fill in the curlicues. 

The images and symbolism that Goldstein 
selectively includes are all the stronger. Lad- 
ders are a central symbol and key to under- 
standing Summer King, Winter Fool: start- 
ing with the ladder used by the competing 
gods Scathiel and Callabrion to ascend to 
Heaven in their turn. Ladders are the para- 
mount religious symbol: people display them 
outside their houses for luck. Spiders are 
sacred, since they build webs and climb. 
Ladders symbolize social climbing, but can 
become torture devices: being too ambitious 
can have virtual consequences. 

Ghosts, phantom apparitions, grandsons 
of gods, white-walled libraries of forgotten 
knowledge, and giants turned to stone all 
take their turn, sometimes when the reader 
least expects it, and they are presented so 
casually that it often isn’t until one is reflect- 
ing on the chapter just read that one com- 
prehends the wonder encompassed. 

Perhaps Summer King, Winter- Fool can 



best be summed up in another epigram: 
Spare, not sparse. Goldstein’s story is 
strengthened by its slim descriptions. Magi- 
cal poetry battles take place, but they are 
described, not shown. Verse so intricate 
would almost surely be a disappointment in 
lesser hands than a poet laureate. The 
poems can best be appreciated through the 
characters’ viewpoints, able to reflect their 
power but not hold their phrases. Goldstein 
alludes to the Byzantine rhymes and alliter- 
ations, depending on keystone words like 
“stone” and “sword.” The stronger and 
plainer the keystones, realizes a character, 
the more powerful the poem and the magic. 

So too in Summer- King, Winter Fool, the 
keystones that Goldstein has chosen to 
work with, her words and phrases, descrip- 
tions and rhythms, are perhaps unadorned, 
but the sum of the whole builds a magic, 
intricate spell of wonder for the reader who 
will allow herself to be challenged and her 
imagination to be stretched. 

Connie Hirsch 



Alien Pregnant by Elvis, edited by Esther 
Friesner and Martin H. Greenberg, DAW, 
320 pages, $4.99 

Every so often, in order to cleanse my 
palate with a taste of true journalistic 
integrity, I put on my slippers, light my pipe, 
put a Mozart concerto on the CD player, and 
curl up with my favorite newspaper, The 
Weekly World News. Here, I brush up on my 
politics, leant of new natural and scientific 
discoveries, and, with “Ask Dottie,” hone my 
personal social interaction skills. 

There are, of course, some people who 
deny they read such exciting material except 
in the dark confines of their own closets. In 
fact, they’ve even been known to go to con- 
fession because of it: “Forgive me, Father, 
for I have sinned. Michael Jackson’s had a 
new operation and now he looks like Bette 
Midler.” 

But I am here to tell you that there is no 
shame at all in picking up, maybe even buy- 
ing, (don’t be cheap), a copy of Alien Preg- 
nant by Elvis-, and even if there is, what’s a 
few Hail Marys between friends? Hell, the 
Dallas Cowboys do it all the time (if you’re 
not a football fan, don’t worry, it’s a lousy 
joke anyway). 

Now Esther Friesner, as we all know, is 
much too classy a lady to know what’s inside 
the WWN and other periodicals of that ilk. 
On the other hand, she lives in Connecticut, 
where I went to college, and so I know that 
there isn’t a hell of a lot to do there except 
read those things and take the train to New 
York once in a while to get mugged. She is, 
in person and in her myriad (a Connecticut 
word meaning “a bunch or) novels and 
short stories, a very funny lady. Weird, but 
funny. She’s also short and has more hair 
than her editorial collaborator, Martin H. 
Greenberg, who is not short, but he’s still 
weird. He doesn’t live in Connecticut, 
Continued on page 87 



BOOKS TO WATCH FOR 



The Ascent of Wonder, edited by 
David G. Hartwell and Kathryn Cramer 
(Tor Books). The editors believe hard SF 
to be the heart of SF, and trace the evo- 
lution of the subgenre from its birth 
through today. Includes classic tales from 
Heinlein, Asimov, Clement, Pohl and 
many others. 

Brittle Innings, by Michael Bishop 
(Bantam). The Frankenstein monster 
steps up to the plate in this coming-of-age 
novel about baseball and body parts. 
Already optioned for the movies, this 
powerful tale seems destined to be 
Bishop’s lock on bestsellerdom and main- 
stream praise. 

George Alec Effinger: From 

Entropy to Buyadeen, by Ben P. Indick 
(Borgo Press). A look at the literary life of 
this Hugo and Nebula Award-winning 
author, best known for his novels set in a 
21st-century Middle East, and now in the 
third decade of a skyrocketing career. 

The Giants Novels, by James P. 
Hogan (Del Rey). An omnibus edition of 
Hogan’s novel series which posits our 
descent from the warlike inhabitants of 
a fifth planet who would have conquered 
the galaxy had they not destroyed them- 
selves first. A hard-SF roller coaster. 

Star Wars: The Courtship of 
Princess Leia, by Dave Wolverton (Ban- 
tam Spectra). After winning Best Story of 
the Year in 1986 from the Writers of the 
Future and becoming a 1990 Philip K. 
Dick Award runner-up, Wolverton has 
turned his literate hand to this popular 



Universe of George Lucas characters. 

Alien Shores: An Anthology of Aus- 
tralian Science Fiction, edited by Peter 
McNamara and Margaret Winch (Aphe- 
lion Publications). Move over, Crocodile 
Dundee, it’s time to take to the stars. 
There's been a SF revolution down under, 
as this collection of cosmic short stories 
by Australians ably proves. 

The Wizard at Mecq, by Rich Shelley 
(Penguin Roc). The first novel in a fan- 
tasy series by a writer whose work has 
appeared n the pages of this magazine. If 
you enjoyed “Afterwar,” you’ll know why 
you should track this one down to read 
about the Seven Towers. 

Galactic Pot-Healer by Philip K 
Dick (Vintage). One of Dick’s most 
humorously paranoid novels, back in 
print at last after 25 years. Don’t skip 
ahead to peek at the last sentence. After 
the shaggy-dog story that precedes it, it’s 
a groaner — but getting there is worth it. 

Star Trek Starfleet Academy #4: 
Capture the Flag, by John Vomholt 
(Pocket Minstrel). Another installment in 
the series that takes a look back at the 
members of Star Trek: The Next Gener- 
ation and lets us find out how they all 
began. 

The Best Defense, by Kate Wilhelm 
(St. Martin’s). Finely crafted SF novels 
have been pouring from Wilhelm’s pen 
for decades, and now that she has turned 
to writing mysteries with an SF twist, the 
results are as would be expected — grip- 
ping and powerful. 
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If you wish to return any Franklin Mint pur- 
chase, you may do so within 30 days of 
your receipt of that purchase for replace- 
ment, credit or refund. 
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Movies 

By Curt Wells 



Robert Heinlein’s classic The Puppet Masters 
leaps from page to screen at last! 



Invading aliens 
take control of the 
bodies of their 
human victims in 
Heinlein’s classic 
tale. Art by Barclay 
Shaw. 




S ometimes all you need to do to find the 

future is to look into the past. It seems as if the 
science fiction rocketing across the silver 
screen later this year will be made up entirely 
of reincarnated SF classics, transplanted cult TV series, 
and galaxy-spanning sequels. 

Anticipation is building for the screen adaptation of 
Robert A. Heinlein’s classic 1951 novel The Puppet Mas- 
ters, which has been a long time in coming. SF fans have 
been awaiting its release for decades, as the book has 
been optioned again and again. According to David 
Goyer, co-screenwriter of the version that is destined to 
finally make it to your neighborhood theatres, this clas- 
sic slice of ’50s paranoia, involving aliens taking over 
the bodies of earthlings, stays pretty faithful to the 
novel, with but a few reservations. 

“The general rule in adapting the novel was ‘when at 
all possible keep to the Heinlein novel’”, said Goyer, who 
will share screen credit with Ted Elliot and Terry Rossio. 
“However, you have to understand that the book was 
written in 1951, but it took place in 2026. 1 decided to set 
it in the present, since an alien invasion of the future is 
not nearly as scary as an alien invasion in the present. 
Besides, there wasn’t anything in the novel or plot that 
hinged on it being set in the future. It’s kind of an inter- 
esting paradox. We brought it back 30 years from when 
the book first took place and 40 years after the book was 
actually written.” 

Elliot and Rossio took the first stab at adapting the 



script. Them original attempt was a far more faithful ver- 
sion of the Heinlein book than what finally resulted, 
according to Goyer, who says it was almost “word for 
word,” which could have spelled some difficulty in 
translating to film. 

“There were some inherent problems in the novel that 
earned over into the screenplay," says Goyer. “Heinlein 
was definitely ahead of his time. I think the primal fear 
of being possessed, having your body taken over and 
being a prisoner in your own body is still a compelling 
idea. However, there had been whole chunks of dialogue 
from the novel that had been lifted into the script from 
the original novel, and since the novel was written in 
the ’50s, it sounded outdated. So the main task I was 
presented with was bringing it into the ’90s. So while 
the movie is absolutely the novel and the characters, I 
would say in the end, it’s half the novel and half of me 
spinning off from there.” 

As the film opens, NASA is investigating a peculiar 
UFO sighting with a t eam headed up by Andrew Nivens 
(Donald Sutherland), his son Eric (Eric Thai), and NASA 
scientist Mary Sefton (Julie Warner). Events take a turn 
for the worse when their discovery proves to be much 
too real. And these aliens are nothing like E.T. The 
Extraterrestrial. These slug-like creatures are far from 
benevolent. Far from wanting to “phone home,” all they 
want is to make themselves at home — which they begin 
to do by inhabiting the bodies of humans and using them 
as “puppets” for their imminent takeover of the planet. 

Looking at the text of The Puppet Masters, the simi- 
larly themed film Invasion of the Body Snatchers and 
its subsequent sequels immediately come to mind. But 
what must be duly noted is that Heinlein’s The Puppet 
Masters predated Invasion of the Body Snatchers 
(filmed in 1955) and its source material Jack Finney’s 
novel The Body Snatchers (written in 1955) by several 
years. In fact, Invasion of the Body Snatchers has long 
been considered by some a rip-off of Heinlein’s revered 
novel, although that seminal Don Siegel-directed film 
has caused the latecomer to continue to remain the bet- 
ter known of the two. 

“We definitely had to try and differentiate it from the 
Body Snatchers movies that have been made,” says 
Goyer. “In Body Snatchers, a pod takes you over and 
you die. In The Puppet Masters, the person still exists 
and is still conscious — the person is literally trapped 
inside his or her body. So we approached it like a 
demonic possession movie.” 

One subtext that was eradicated (and which was pre- 
sent in both the Heinlein novel and the original Inva- 
sion of the Body Snatchers) was the now outmoded fear 
of the red menace, consigned to history by the fall of 
the Soviet Union. 

“Clearly, Heinlein had written The Puppet Masters 
about the fear of communism,” says Goyer. “So we obvi- 
ously had to tiy something different. We decided instead 
to internalize it and make it a fear of your own subcon- 
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The crew of Star Trek: The Next Generation leave the airwaves for what Paramount hopes 
will be the first of several theatrical movies featuring the show’s popular character's. 



scious. Since the Puppet Masters are capa- 
ble of assessing your various feelings and 
various desires that you may have sup- 
pressed, they are also capable of using you 
for their bidding. There's a line in the movie 
that states ‘They bring up all the things that 
you try to hide from yourself,’ and the movie 
approaches it from that psychological 
angle.” 

Perhaps the most curious complication 
surrounding the film is the decision of 
whether or not to retain the novel’s title. The 
producers want to make sure that audiences 
do not confuse this production with any of 
the five Charles Band direct-to-home video 
horror quickies with similar names. Every- 
one involved with the production had come 
up with their own potential alternative title. 
Warner suggested “One,” Sutherland liked 
“The Strangers,” and screenwriter Elliot 
offered “Dominion,” while the marketing 
people at Hollywood Pictures racked their 
brains and came up with the less than bril- 
liant “Mind Masters.” Goyer feels that the 
film should be released under its original 
title and that putting the author’s name in 
front of the title should be enough to differ- 
entiate between the two. 

“People are obviously wonied about being 
identified with the Charles Band movies, but 
on the other hand, we've all racked our 
brains to come up with an alternative title 
and nobody has come up with anything 
that’s even remotely satisfying,” says Goyer. 
“So when it comes out, it looks like Robert 
Heinlein’s The Puppet Masters may very 
well be the title. 

But The Puppet Masters is not the only 
thing new (and old) under the sun. If Para- 
mount has its way, Star Trek: Generations 
will be the most eagerly awaited sequel since 
the second installment in the Star Wars tril- 
ogy. Forsaking a roman numeral, and devel- 
oped as a narrative bridge between the old 



Star Trek and The Next Generation crews, 
this is one star date fans won’t want to miss. 

Security is tight behind the scenes, so lit- 
tle is known regarding the movie’s plot, but 
what has slipped out is that some weird 
time-space continuum screw-up miracu- 
lously allows Captain James T. Kirk (William 
Shatner) to coexist in the 24th century with 
Captain Jean-Luc Picard (Patrick Stewart). 

The biggest concern for loyal Trekkers 
everywhere is just how both old and new 
cast members will fare when they are inte- 
grated, and with which crew the focus will 
lie. The Next Generation crew is the hands- 
on favorite, since of the original Star Trek 
member's, only Chekov (Walter Koenig) and 
Scotty (James Doohan) will join Shatner on 
the time-travel journey, although it is 
rumored that Leonard Nimoy as Spock will 
make a cameo appearance. The 24th century 
En terprise crew remains pretty much intact, 
with Commander Riker (Jonathan Frakes), 
Lieutenant Commander Data (Brent Spiner), 
Lt. Cmdr. Geordi La Forge (LeVar Burton), 
Lt. Worf (Michael Dorn), Dr. Beverly Crusher 
(Gates McFadden) and Counselor Troi 
(Marina Sirtis) already signed aboard for this 
historic film universe. 

At the directing helm of Generations will 
be David Carson, who has had extensive 
Trek training with the television versions of 
the show, having directed many episodes of 
both The Next Generation and Deep Space 
Nine. He’s joined by screenwriters Ron 
Moore and Brannon Braga, who’ve guided 
The Next Generation crew through numer- 
ous TV adventures as well. 

There is great rumor and controversy sur- 
rounding the ending of the old Star Trek, 
since it is known that it is now time for The 
Next Generation to take over on the big 
screen. The Hollywood gossip suggests an 
old-fashioned heroic death. Yes, junior has it 
that Kirk may utter his final Captain’s log 
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when he bites the big one at the film’s con- 
clusion and heads for that big starship in the 
sky. Could this be true, or is it simply a nasty 
little rumor designed to stir up controversy 
and additional advance publicity? You’ll 
have to wait until November to find out. 

The remake machine is in high gear this 
season. Expect Planet of the Apes to appear, 
produced by Oliver Stone. No one has yet let 
the ape out of the bag as to whether Stone 
will base his film on the original 1963 Pierre 
Boulle novel or the 1968 adaptation starring 
Charlton Heston, each of which had its own 
entirely different twist at the end. Francis 
Ford Coppola is producing Robert De Niro 
playing the Monster in Mary Shelley’s 
Frankenstein, directed by Kenneth ( Dead 
Again ) Branagh. 

John Malkovich, so recently convincing as 
an ex-CIA hit man in the wildly popular Clint 
Eastwood actioner In the Line of Fire, will 
soon portray Dr. Jekyll/Mr. Hyde in Mary 
Reilly, based on the much-acclaimed novel 
by Valerie Martin— an updated version of 
Robert Louis Stevenson’s classic, seen from 
the point of view of Jekyll’s housekeeper. Yet 
Malkovich isn’t the top star here; that honor 
goes to Julia Roberts in the title role. 

Set for a July release, is the big-screen 
debut of another golden oldie, The Shadoiv, 
who began his legendary career in a slew of 
pulp magazines, then was portrayed on radio 
in the 1940s by the great Orson Welles. The 
story concerns playboy/mystic Lamont 
Cranston (Alec Baldwin), a brooding super- 
hero whose celebrated “power to cloud 
men’s minds” makes him virtually invisible 
to evildoers. In this summer’s lavish pro- 
duction, Cranston teams up with the lovely, 
telepathic Margo Lane (Penelope Ann Miller, 
last seen dancing topless in Brian De Palma’s 
Carlito's Way). Both are out to defeat the 
sinister Shiwan Khan (John Lone, star of Ice- 
man and The Last Emperor), a megaloman- 
ical villain who’s a direct descendent of 



Ghengis Khan. Look for impressive Art Deco 
sets and splashy direction from the hyperki- 
netic Russell Mulcahy, whose past credits 
include the Highlander films. 

A number of other remakes of classic 
genre pictures also loom on the '94 horizon. 
One such project, which may be ready in 
time for Christmas, is a $30-million remake 
of Forbidden Planet, now set to go before 
the cameras in London. Scripted by veteran 
screenwriter Sterling (In the Heat of the 
Night) Silliphant, Planet will be helmed by 
Empire Strikes Back director Irvin Kersh- 
ner, who promises that “There will be a 
Robby the Robot— but he won’t look the 
same.” Special effects whiz Stan Winston 
will serve as executive producer. 

Things look more promising— though not 
in ’94 — for that beloved knuckleheaded ’60s 
sci-fi show, Lost in Space. Paramount is cur- 
rently negotiating for the rights to make a 
$40-$50 million theatrical version of the 
adventures of the Space Family Robinson, 
although sources close to the production say 
that the TV show’s campy elements have 
been jettisoned in favor of “an action-adven- 
ture film with secondary comedy elements.” 
Does that mean no Dr. Smith and the Robot? 
If so, and unless corporate honchos can 
come up with something better, someone 
should alert Paramount to the dangers of tin- 
kering with a tried-and-true formula. 

Perhaps 1994’s most exciting SFfilm news 
involves the return to the big screen of Stan- 
ley Kubrick, he of the groundbreaking Dr. 
Strangelove, 2001, and A Clockwork Orange. 
Warner Brothers will reportedly team up 
with Kubrick for a big-budget production 
entitled A. I. (for artificial intelligence), 
which takes place on “a post-Apocalyptic 
New Jersey shore at a time when robotic 
intelligence has dramatically advanced 
beyond our current technology." Kubrick is 
said to have been developing this project for 
Continued on page 34 
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Science 

By Daniel Hatch 



SF celebrates the 25th anniversary 
of mankind's giant leap. 




Astronaut “Buzz” 
Aldrin deploys the 
Passive Seismic 
Experiments 
Package as part of 
mankind’s historic 
leap July 20, 1969. 



J UST 25 YEARS AGO THIS SUMMER, TWO FRAIL HU- 
mans wrapped in metal and plastic and riding 
chariots of fire landed on the Moon, took some 
pictures, gathered some rocks, and returned 
home. In one sense, their journey was not long as things 
go — just a few days up and a few days back. But in an- 
other it was a journey that had begun long ago, in the 
imagination of a few visionary storytellers. 

As we approach that anniversary, it makes sense to 
pause and look back, to see how far we’ve come, and 
where we were at that historic moment. It is also more 
than appropriate to see where some of those storyt ellers 
were on that day in July 1969 when their vision was 
made real and their dreams brought to life. 

Almost everyone who was alive then remembers 
where they were at the time, in much the same way they 
remember where they were the day John F. Kennedy 
was shot or the shuttle Challenger exploded. But the 
moon landings weren’t a disaster, which comes unex- 
pected and catches you in the middle of normal life. 
They were the event of the summer — indeed the event 
of a lifetime — planned and scheduled long in advance. 

So nearly everyone was in front of a television some- 
where. 

“I was 11 years old when it occurred,” said Allen 
Steele, on vacation in Florida. “I’d been reading SF al- 
ready for several years, so there was the feeling I’d seen 
this before. But this had the taste of reality. I watched 
the landing, and then my dad made me go outside and 



mow the grass. And I remember thinking, here it is: 
they’re landing on the Moon, and I still have to mow the 
damned grass.” 

Steele’s books — Orbital Decay, Lunar Descent, 
Labyrinth of Night — still have that youthful fascination 
with hardware and the adventure of space — in orbit, on 
the Moon, and out in the sands of Mars. He said that 
Apollo 1 1 didn’t make as much of an impression on him 
as Apollo 1 7. He skipped school to watch the last moon- 
walk. “But I didn’t really want to see. I had a feeling in 
my gut that it was the last one.” 

He called the landing “a great victory” because it 
proved that, it could be done. “One of the things I have 
noticed is that even though man has not walked on the 
moon in two decades, we see footage of it everywhere — 
on MTV, in second-grade classrooms, in textbooks. If 
anything, it has become a cultural artifact. People talk 
about it as if it were yesterday. It. has sunk into people’s 
subconscious and will always be in our subconscious.” 
“That evening we were in the home of a friend of mine 
in Canton, Massachusetts,” said Ben Bova, the former 
editor of both Analog and Omni magazines. “We popped 
a bottle of champagne. There were 10 of us— my first 
wife, our two children, my friend and his family — watch- 
ing a television screen for hours and hours and haul's.” 
Bova was living in nearby Arlington at the time, work- 
ing at a research facility. It would be another year before 
he would take over the helm of Analog, the “rivet fac- 
tory” where tales of hard SF are cobbled together. 

“Most science fiction writers were terribly disap- 
pointed at how unromantic it was,” Bova said. “I said, if 
you want it to be romantic, let us build the things and 
we’ll kill people left and right. If you want them to get 
there safely, let the engineers do it.” 

In the long run, he says, Apollo gave us all the tech- 
nology to do what we’ve done in space. Its spinoffs in- 
clude home computers and a revolution in health care 
(all the sensors and information systems in the modem 
intensive-care unit were made for the space program). 

“It was the high-water mark of the world space pro- 
gram, but it was driven by politics,” he said. “But there’s 
been no driving engine since then. We’ve just been spin- 
ning our wheels.” 

“I was in New York City,” said Terry Bisson. “I was in 
an apartment in what is now Soho at 50 Grand Street. I 
thought it was great. No, that’s not true. I was disap- 
pointed.” 

Bisson says he was a “stone hippy” at the time, with 
one foot in the rural communes, and a supporter of the 
Weathermen student radicals. Today his short fiction, 
like the story “Beal's Discover Fire,” wins awards by 
looking at people, not machines, and adventures of 
imagination, not achievement. 

“I appreciate it now a lot more than I had at the time,” 
he said. The expropriation of the landing by Richard 
Nixon left the event tarnished, he feels. “But Apollo 8 
was more significant to me — and I think it was pretty rep- 
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CHANGING FATE 
by Elisabeth Waters 

Lady Acila was a shape chan gar. For years she'd kept her secret safe within the seclusion 
of her father's keep. But now, her father slain and his lands forfeit to another lord, could 
she survive in a world that feared and hated her kind? 

0-88677-608-2 Fantasy/Original $4.99 ($5.99 In Canada) April 1994 

THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER 
by Mickey Zucker Reichert 

He was a man out of time, sent back to the present from a future he couldn’t or didn't want 
to remember. But he soon discovered his own time had not forgotten him when deadly 
pursuers turned up, determined to destroy him-and ready to eliminate anyone who got in 
their way.... 

0-88677-600-7 SF/Original $4.99 ($5.99 In Canada) May 1994 

MINDSPEAKERS' CALL (Book Two of The Ghatti's Tale) 
by Gayle Greeno 

Someone was bent on creating dissension between Canderis and Marchmont. And even 
the truth-reading powers of the Seekers Veritas might not be enough to halt a conspiracy 
that could see the two lands plunged Into war. 

0-88677-579-5 Fantaay/Orlglna! $5.99 ($6.99 in Canada) May 1994 
REDISCOVERY 

by Marlon Zimmer Bradley and Mercedes Lackey 

Marion Zimmer Bradley combines forces with Mercedes Lackey to write the story of the 
rediscovery of Darkover by a ship from the mother planet, Earth— the book Darkover fans 
have been clamoring for for decades! First time in paperback. 

0-88677-529-9 Science Rction $4.99 ($5.99 in Canada) June 1994 

SABLE, SHADOW, AND ICE 
by Cheryl J. Franklin 

Seeking to save her brother from execution as a rebel, Mage Marita is caught in a power 
struggle between those who wish to restore the old Empire and its lost technology, and 
those who will use any spell at their command to keep the Protectorate ruling council in 
control. 

0-88677-609-0 Fantasy/Original $4.99 ($5.99 in Canada) June 1994 

ALIEN PREGNANT BY ELVIS 

edited by Esther M. Frlesner and Martin H. Greenberg 

Here, in one unbelievable volume, are 36 all-original tales that bring you all the news that's 
not fit to print, including: the bride of Blgfoot, JFK's skull found on the moon, how to spot 
your space alien coworkers, and a host of other better-than-true stories. 

0-88677-610-4 Fantaay/Orlglnal Anthology $4.99 ($5.99 In Canada) June 1994 

TO GREEN ANGEL TOWER, Part II (Book 3 of Memory. Sorrow and Thorn) 
by Tad Williams 

Replete with war, deception, adventure, sorcery, and romance, this New York Times best- 
seller is the stunning and surprising finale to the monumental tale of a magical conflict 
which fractures the very fabric of space and time, turning both humans and Sithi against 
those of their own blood. 

0-88677-606-6 (Part II) Fantasy $5.99 ($6.99 In Canada) July 1994 

0-88877-898-1 (Part I) Fantasy 38.99 (38.99 In Canada) April 1994 

WEIRD TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE 

edited by Katharine Kerr and Martin H. Greenberg 

In this all-original alternate Shakespeare, there are fantasy and science fiction tales about 
the Bard himself, as well as a computer-peopled "King Lear," a vampiric Romeo, and a 
time traveler bent on revealing Shakespeare's future success to him. 

0-88677-605-8 Fantasy/Original Anthology $4.99 ($5.99 In Canada) July 1994 
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24th Century Battle Knife (Tri-Blade) $275.00 

24th Century Battle Knife Sheath 15.00 

24th Century Working Tncorder 350.00 

24th Century Curved KLNG. ' Bat La" (Alum.) 150.00 

Playmates Upgraded Phaser w/Strobe 150.00 

Playmates Upgraded Tncorder 1 75.00 

Backlit 8x10 Light Panels Eng., Sci, 

Med., Tactical 175.00 

8x10 Backlit Negatives Only Without Panel (ea.) ..30.00 

MARTO SWORDS FROM SPAIN 

Highlander I Dragon Head Sword (Kilana) 275.00 

Highlander III Quickening Sword 

(New Movie Sword) 275.00 

Conan Sword 350.00 

Robin Hood Sword 350.00 

Excalibre Sword 350.00 

Highlander Ramirez Sword 275.00 
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Time Trax Pins 25.00 
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Federation Art a Pictorial Database of 

ST., ST.NG., DS9 30.00 

Federation Art Volume 1 30.00 

Federation Art Volume II Still Scene Highlights 30.00 

Federation "Ships Panels" Eng., Sci, Medical, etc. ..30.00 
Federation Battle Scenes, ST.NG Battle Style 

Scenes 30.00 

Federation Station Panels, DS9 Panels 30.00 

Federation Sound FX Vol. I ST.NG Style SFX 30.00 

Federation Sound FX Vol. II ST.NG Style SFX 30.00 
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Federation Sound Vol. II, ST.SFX 30.00 

Highlander Movie & T.V. Still Scenes 30.00 
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AUCTIONS (FROM THE SET) 

ST.NG Phasors (3 Available) Working Model ....750.00ea 



Alien Pulse Rifle (I Available) 

Non-Working Model 2,000.00 

Star Wars Light Sabre (3 Available) 

Non-Working Model 1,500.00ea 

Alien Locator (1 Available) Working Model 750.00 

5'3” Promotional Robot (from Ice Pirates) 

Working Model 12,000.00 

Short Circuit Hand\Arm Working Model 1,000.00 



Please Call for Studio Props Update and 
Shipping Prices. 

Payments by Money Order 
or Certified Check Only. 

No Refunds! Exchanges Only! 

Make all checks payable: 

VIDEO MEMORIES 

1267 Holiday Park Drive, 
Wantagh, NY 11793 

( 516 ) 783-5450 

(Dealers Inquiries Welcome.) 



resentative of a whole generation." 

Bisson said the image of Earth above the 
lunar - horizon — an image that wound up on 
the cover of The Whole Earth Catalog — sym- 
bolized the hopes of that generation. “It’s too 
bad they just did the one thing and never fol- 
lowed up on it,” he said. And while at the 
time he might have urged NASA to shut the 
space program down, he realizes today what 
a loss it was to build machines as wonderful 
as the Saturn V rocket and the FI rocket en- 
gine, only to abandon them forever. 

Michael Swanwick said he was about 18 
when it happened. “I was 
in high school, and I was 
at home. I was working in 
a furniture factory. I was 
getting up at 6 in the 
morning to go to work. I 
was really wasted that day 
and the next. I made a 
great sacrifice, but I 
wouldn’t have missed it.” 

And he added: “When 
the three-word history of 
the 20th Centuiy is writ- 
ten, it will go: Hitler, Hi- 
roshima, Gagarin. Apollo 
was the single best thing 
we did in this century. It 
was almost as good as what the Russians ac- 
complished with Gagarin.” 

Jack Vance, a writer noted far more for 
high-flying fantasies than for hardware, of- 
fered a dissenting view on tire whole question. 

“Come on, be serious,” he said. “There’s 
no interest. It’s devoid of interest. Write 
about something interesting instead.” 

Hal Clement, a past master of hard science 
and world-building said: “I was at home, 
here in Massachusetts. What got me was the 
crack just before landing when some over- 
load light went on. I nearly went through the 
floor.” 

He said he regarded it at the time as his- 
toric. And unlike science fiction stories that 
focused on colonization, it was almost en- 
tirely research. 

“I wish we’d do more of it,” he added. 
“There are still things we don’t know.” 

Jack Williamson in New Mexico is, like 
Clement, one of the pioneers of the land- 
scape of the imagination that science fiction 
writers have been exploring for decades— 
he longer than most of us. He is perhaps best 
known for some of the space adventures he 
co-authored with Frederik Pohl — Ihe Reefs 
of Space and The Starchild among others. 

“I really don’t remember,” he said. “But Fred 
Pohl is right here. Maybe he can help you.” 

“I was watching TV like everyone else,” 
said Pohl. 

“I could have told him that,” said 
Williamson. 

Pohl called the Apollo program a “mile- 
stone in the history of the human race.” But 
like so many others it’s disappointing to him 
that we haven’t been back since. 

“I was immensely excited,” Williamson 



said of the landing. “We’d been wilting science 
fiction about going to the moon for years.” 
“We had rented a color TV set, and we’d 
moved the bed so the rabbit ears stuck out 
the window,” said Karen Anderson. Karen, 
her husband, Poul Anderson, and their teen- 
age daughter, Astrid, sat on the floor and 
watched it for hours, eating lobster salad 
with homemade mayonnaise. “And we drank 
California champagne.” 

“It was a wonderful achievement, of 
course,” said Poul Anderson, another of 
those who explored space without the ben- 
efit of rockets and ma- 
chinery long before there 
ever was an Apollo pro- 
gram. “It’s given us some 
very solid scientific re- 
turns. It’s almost to the 
point of being tragic that it 
was essentially a political 
ploy. When once it had 
been done, it was never 
done again.” 

Astrid Anderson grew 
up and married science 
fiction writer Greg Bear, 
author of numerous post- 
Apollo space epics. He 
was another 17-year-old 
who watched the show from home. “And to 
celebrate we went out and watched 2001: A 
Space Odyssey ,” he said. 

“There have been three really significant 
events in the 20th centuiy," he continued. 
“The Holocaust in World War II, the Marshall 
Plan after World War II, and the Apollo pro- 
gram and landings.” 

All three were tremendous exercises in 
management, he explained. The Holocaust 
for an evil end, the Marshall Plan to rescue 
Europe and put aside old animosities, and 
Apollo. What makes Apollo stand out is that 
it was done in so short a period of time and 
was so marvelously successful,” he said. 

“I was sitting in a hotel in Cork, Ireland, 
where I had been touring,” said Greg Ben- 
ford, a physicist and author of Tides of Light 
and The Great Sky River. “I was struck by 
the Irish, who noticed I was an American 
and who complimented me. There was lots 
of good cheer all around.” 

He went on to say: “It hasn’t lessened in 
significance. There is an ebb and flow in ex- 
ploration, and we’d better get used to that if 
we want to further that exploration.” 

John Barnes was another kid at the tune — 
only 12— and was at his parents’ home in 
Bowling Green, Ohio, “glued to the tube.” 
Barnes’ novels include Orbital Resonance, 
a hard SF stoiy about a 12-year-old girl grow- 
ing up on an asteroid colony early in the next 
centuiy. 

“Being 12 years old at the time of the 
Moon landings, I was 5 at the time of Glenn’s 
orbital flight — which was just about the per- 
fect age to appreciate the space program,” 
he noted. As to significance, he said: “Signif- 
icance is made rather than found, and un- 



Fd been reading SP 
already for several 
years, so there 
was the feeling I’d 
seen this before. 
But this had the 
taste of reality. 
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OTHER NEW BOOKS 



282919 4.99 
276475 4.99 
282719 4.99 
282795 4.99 
282877 4.99 



282790 4.99 
234621 5.99 



P.O. Box 877- SA2 Warrenton, VA 22 1 86 
FAX: 1-703-439-2766 

These and hundreds of other SF & Fantasy books are available by mail or phone from New Issue Express. Save with our Preferred Customer 
Coupons, for every $ 1 0 in books you buy you get $2 in coupons good on future orders! Visa or Mastercard customers just call I -800-999- 1 495 
to order. You may also pay by check or money order simply by using this ad as an order form. A monthly illustrated catalog is available, call for a 
sample issue or send $3 for a six month subscription. If you order from this ad you will automatically receive a free catalog subscription. 

Star Trek Creator: The Authorized 



Biography of Gene Roddenberry 

by David Alexander 

The book Trek fans have been waiting for, the one 
and only authorized biography of the legendary Star 
Trek creator. Hardcover edition. 

282796 21.95 

Star Wars: The Courtship of Princess Leia 

by Dave Wolverton 

An all-new story that takes place just after Han Solo 
and Leia have fallen in love. A rich rival for the 
affections of the Princess cuts in, and Han must fight, 
or lose out. Hardcover edition. 

600100 21.95 

The City Who Fought 

by Anne McCaffrey & S.A1. Stirling 
Simeon was the "brain" running a peaceful space 
station, but when the invaders arrived, his only hope 
of protecting his crew was to become “the city who 
fought." 

292670 5.99 

Dead Morn 

by Piers Anthony <£ Roberto Fuentes 
World War III leaves the Earth a nuclear wasteland. 
Mankind still survives, living miles beneath what was 
once Cuba, but personal freedoms no longer exist. 
One man dares to travel back in time to alter a few 
details, but does he save the future. ..or the past? 

299359 5.99 

The Girl Who Heard Dragons 

by Anne McCaffrey 

A massive compilation of fiction never before 
available in one volume, including an all-new short 
novel of Pern. Illustrated hardcover edition. 

289245 22.95 

Pigs Don't Fly... But Dragons Do 

by Alary Brown 

The story of Summer, an unlikely heroine, and her 
equally unlikely band of fellow adventurers— a 
blaspheming dog. broken-down horse, crippled pig, 
half-dead tortoise and a flying pig. All Summer 
wanted was to settle down, and the amnesiac, blind 
knight was the handsomest man she'd ever seen. 

292909 5.99 

The Tangle Box 

A Magic Kingdom of Landover Novel 
by Terry Brooks 

Ben Holiday, sovereign of the magic kingdom of 
Landover falls victim to an evil plot. Only the lady 
Willow can save Ben and his kingdom, but she's 
disappeared on a mysterious mission of her own. 
23568 1 22.00 



Aisling- Louise Cooper 

Aliens vs. Predator: Prey- Steve Perry 

The Architecture of Desire- Mary Gentle 

Battletech: D.R.T.- James D. Long 

Burning Bright - Melissa Scott 

By the Sword (Magic of the Plains VI)- 

Greg Costikyan 

Cat Scratch Fever- Tara K. Harper 

Chains of Darkness, Chains of Light (Bk. 4 of 

The Sundered)- Michelle Sagara 235824 4.99 

Conan #12: Of the Isles- DeCamp & Carter 169513 4.50 

Crashlander- Larry Niven 347317 4.99 

A Covenant of Justice- David Gerrold 271692 5.99 

Earthdawn: Poisoned Memories- Chris Kubasik 238238 4.99 

Dr. Dimension: Masters of Spacetime- DeChancie & 

Bischoff 282769 4.99 

Fanuilh- Daniel Hood 299854 4.99 

Firelord- Parke Godwin 327760 5.50 

Galactic Ml #3: The Citadel- Kevin Randle 319510 4.50 

The Gates of Noon- Michael Scott Rohan 327668 4.99 

The Harvest- Robert Charles Wilson 276695 5.99 

. The Living God (A Handful of Men Pt. 4)- Dave Duncan 

343493 20.00 

The Magic and the Healing- Nick O'Honohoe 299505 4.99 

Mayjk By Hook or Crook- Esther Friesner 299697 4.99 

Mindspeaker's Call (The Ghatti's Tale Bk. 2)- 

Gayle Greeno 283102 5.99 

The New Hugo Winners V3- Connie Willis, Ed. 293292 5.99 

Once a Hero- Michael Stackpole 276416 5.99 

Poems & Stories- J.R.R. Tolkien 166565 24.95 

Proteus Combined- Charles Sheffield 293084 5.99 

Robotech 1-3: Genesis, Battle Cry, Homecoming- 

Jack McKinney 235859 5.99 

The Ship Who Won- Anne McCaffrey/Nye 247452 21.00 

Snows of Darkover- Marion Zimmer Bradley ed. 247776 4.99 

The Stainless Steel Rat Sings the Blues- Harry Harrison 

276077 1 9.95 

Star Trek: The Starless World- Gordon Eklund 0204 1 1 4.99 

Star Trek 69: The Patrian Transgression- Simon Hawke 

238142 5.50 

Star Wars: Jedi Search- Kevin J. Anderson 275097 5.99 

Stellar Ranger- Steve Perry 327583 4.99 

Stranger at the Wedding- Barbara Hambly 347252 5.99 

The Stricken Field (A Handful of Men Pt. 4)- 

Dave Duncan 234307 5.99 

Throy- Jack Vance 282828 4.99 

The Unknown Soldier- Mickey Zucker Reichert 283151 4.99 

Wing Commander: Fleet Action- W.R. Forstchen 251382 4.99 

Witch and Wombat- Carolyn Cushman 234850 5.50 
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If you're into Japanese Animation, we're going 
to make this easy for you. The Right Stuf 
International carries the most complete inven- 
tory anywhere, and all subtitled videotapes 
are 1 0% off the manufacturer's list price every- 
day. No gimmicks ... no come-ons. It's just not 
our style. So, if you want videotapes, 
laserdiscs, T-shirts, presentation cels, or any- 
thing else like that, we're the one place to call. 

The call is free. The catalog is free. Since we 
can't dial the phone too, the next move is 
yours. 



Call or write for our FREE catalog! 

The Right Stuf International, Inc. 
PO Box 71309 
Des Moines, IA 50325 
We're different. We Care. 



Some of our more requested titles ... 

Toward the Terra $26.96 NEW RELEASE 
Astro Boy 30th Anniversary 1-5 $14.95 each 
Gigantor Retrospective 30 1-5 $19.95 each 
Urusei Yatsura TV volume #14 $35.96 
Giant Robo 1 $24.95 

Ranma 1/2: Big Trouble in Nekoron China $34.95 

Project AKo 2 $26.96 NEW RELEASE 

Dragon Knight $31 .46 NEW RELEASE 

Battle Angel $31 .46 

Genocyber 1 $26.96 NEW RELEASE 

Nadia 1-7 $14.99 each 

Akira (subtitled!) $39.99 NEW RELEASE 

New titles arrive constantly. Call or mile for current listings! 



( 800 ) 338-6827 



US Manga Corps • Anime 1 8 • AnimEigo • US Renditions • AD Vision • Streamline • VIZ 
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1994 FLEER ULTRA X-MEN SET 

1 50 Different Full-Color 
High Gloss Gold Foil 
Stamped Cards. 

COMPLETE MINT SET 
(1 50 cards) ONLY $24“ 



1994 FLEER ULTRA 
X-MEN 6 CARD 

"X-MEN's Greatest Bailies" 
Foil-Etch "CHASE" Card Set 

$44.95 




1993 SKYBOX STAR TREK 

Masterpiece Set 

90 Beautiful Full Color 
2’/>" x 3’/j" High-Gloss Cards. 

HURRY! Supplies Limited! 

SET INCLUDES: Captain Kirk. Spock. Dr. 

McCoy and a fantastic complete line-up 
of the Important Episodes of Star Trek 

Complete Mint Set $17 u 





1 962 TOPPS OFFICIAL 
MARS ATTACKS REPRINT SET 

56 Full Color 2Vj“ x 3 /" Cards Licensed by Topps 



1968 STAR TREK SET 

Original 8 Card Set 




Oiiginol set worth over $2,000.00 This set has a CCPG value of $50.00 

Complete Set $ 19.95 • Dealer Special !! 8 Sets $ 1 00.00 




Set features: 
Spock. Capt. Kirk. 
Dr. McCoy. Uhura. 
Chekov, Janice Rand. 
Sulu, Enterprise 



NR. NIT- MINT 8 CARD SET $14.95 
DEALER SPECIAL - S SETS $39.95 



AI l 717E. Jericho Tpke., Suite 315 

CARDS Huntington Station, NY 11746 

nJH mimt Catalog $1.00 or FREE with your order! 

MINT gjjf CARD co. g & H $3 50 per order . Canadian S & H $6.00 

_i-i • 10-Day Return Privilege, no questions asked Satisfaction guaranteed • All prices subject 
to change without notice and subject to availability • NY state residents must add sales tax. 
Credit Card Holders CALL TOLL FREE: 1-800-437-5213 FAX: 516-367-3063 FOR INFO: 516-367-6790 



fortunately we haven’t made much of it yet.” 

Nancy Kress, author of Beggars in Spain, 
was working as a waitress in a diner and had 
just graduated from college. 

“I was a Trekkie, and I saw it as the first 
step in getting the Enterprise, which seemed 
very important to me at the time,” she said. 

Tom Purdom, another of those who were 
adults by the time of Apollo, watched it from 
West Philadelphia. 

“I got interested in space travel before I 
got interested in science fiction,” he said. 
“This was the beginning of the future. This 
was the event that would mark the beginning 
of the future for us.” 

Larry Niven, whose elaboration of human 
history reaches far into a future of space 
travel, alien races, and vast engineering pro- 
jects like the Ringworld and World Out of 
Time, was in Los Angeles at the time of the 
landing. 

“Bjo and John Trimble held a party, and 
we went to it,” he said. “The moment in 
which the lunar excursion module opted to 
go down, we were at a stoplight. I thought: 
‘Wait. I want to think this over.’” 

He borrows a quote from Jerry Poumelle, 
who has co-authored with him such books 
as The Mote in God’s Eye, Footfall, and Lu- 
cifer’s Hammer. “I always thought I’d live to 
see the first man set foot on the Moon. I 
never thought I’d live to see the last.” 

Poumelle himself sent a reply to the ques- 
tion by E-mail. 

“I was with Congressman Bob Doman 
when the Eagle landed,” he wrote. “We were 
involved in a political campaign at the time. 
When the ship landed we were in a tent at a 
garden party in Tolucca Lake.” 

Niven said he’s seen good, convincing ar- 
guments about why the moon program 
shouldn’t have been done the way it was. 
The Air Force was on its way there, but was 
stopped by the Apollo program, he says. “We 
were in a panic over Sputnik,” he adds. “In 
our panic we made it a great big government 
project, and that’s always a big mistake.” 

Not everyone was watching the show on 
television, however. 

Lucius Shepard is an irreverent writer of 
science fiction and hardly fits the mold of the 
pioneers of the genre. He is more of a pil- 
grim who seeks visions from the virtual land- 
scape that they have created. 

“I have no clue,” he said at first. “Probably 
in a bar.” 

But after some coaxing, he reconstructs 
his memories. “I was probably in Mexico and 
probably didn’t know it had happened. In a 
hotel, called Casa Gamboa run by an old Ko- 
rean guy. It was the kind of place where the 
maids clean your ashtrays, but leave the 
roaches.” 

He admitted that he didn’t have much con- 
sciousness of the progress of the space pro- 
gram at the time. And shortly afterwards, he 
went into the Army and off to Vietnam. 

He said Apollo was about as significant as 
Continued on page 35 
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able Learning Disc -Libraries are 



The Teacher™ ($59 Value) Start-up 
demonstration disc will show you all 
the incredible things you can do with 
your Learning Machine ™. 

3-D Mind Sync ™ Library ($150 
Value) 10 brain synchronization pro- 
grams on 3 Learning Discs launch 
your mind into altered states experi- 
ences from deep meditation to 
extreme alertness. 

Accelerated Interactive Language 
Learning ™ Library ($200 Value) 4 
language training courses teach you 
to speak basic French, German, 
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ing time. 
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behaviors into your subconscious. 
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Fear & Anxiety, Projecting A Winner's 
Image, Attracting Love Relationships. 
Health & Healing. Expanding Psychic 
Powers. Attracting Prosperity & 
Wealth. Time Management & 
Organization, Creativity & Problem 
Solving. Effective Public Speaking. 



itely produced InnerMind programs. 
From success conditioning to weight 
control, this is another $150 value. 

$200 Instant Rebate 
In addition to the Accelerated 
Interactive Language Learning Library, 
the SuperPhonics, Super Speed 
Reading, Super Memory, and Super 
Vocabulary programs, the Mind Sync 
Library, and the InnerMind Pro- 
gramming Library (a $600 combined 
value). I'm going to offer you a one-time 
$200 instant rebate off the list price of 
the Learning Machine. I figure you’ll be 
so impressed with this incredible tech- 
nology you'll use that extra $200 to buy 
additional Learning Discs. 

The list price for the Learning Machine 
is $499.95. But as I said I'm letting you 
have it (limited time offer) for $299.95 
plus shipping. And remember, in addi- 
tion to the S200 rebate, I'm including 
hundreds of dollars- worth of free 
Learning Discs, making this an incredi- 
ble opportunity. 

30-Day Risk Free Trial 

Try the Learning Machine risk free for 30 
days. During your risk free trial, sample 
4 languages, triple your reading speed, 
boost your vocabulary, improve your 
memory, and reprogram one or two bad 
habits. Now imagine what you can do 
during the second month. But hurry. 
This is a limited introductory offer, so 
please reserve your order now. 

To order, simply call my toll free 
number. Or send your check or money 
order for $299.95 plus $12 shipping & 
handling to the address below. Please 
allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 

Learning Machine Special Offer 
Item H 4501 S299.951U.00J 

Need a CD Player? We have an 
excellent portable — at a great price! 
Portable CD Player 
Item it 91021 $129.9519.00] 
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1 - 800 - 925-3263 

ZYGON 

18368 Redmond Way, Redmond, WA 98052 

For information please call (206) 8S5-9200 
Fax orders to (206) 882-1454 



Learn Foreign Languages Overnight, 
Reprogram Your Mind for Success & Launch 
into Virtual Fantasy Experiences! 



By Dane Spotts 

T he first time-1 
plugged my 
mind into it, I 
was reminded of the 
'50s sci-fi classic 
Forbidden Planet. If you've never seen 
the movie, an astronaut on the planet 
Krell discovers an incredible learning 
technology — a helmet hooked up to a 
super sophisticated computer that 
downloads knowledge directly onto 
your brain cells. 

What once was science fiction may 
now be science fact. The Learning 
Machine has arrived. A profound 
breakthrough, this amazing invention 
stimulates your mind and opens your 
learning centers. Then like magic it 
pours in new information and skills. It's 
fun and entertaining. 

Plug Your Mind Into 
Super-Sonic Learning Power 

Let's say you want to learn a foreign 
language, quadruple your reading 
speed, or increase your math skills. Or 
give your children a powerful edge in 
school, learning 300%-500% faster than 
their peers. 

You select a specially programmed 
Learning Disc " in the area you want to 
study. Plug it into any ordinary CD 
player. Then attach your Learning 
Machine digital headset into the head- 
phone jack. Push play and a few 
moments later your mind is launched 
into a pre-programmed learning ses- 
sion. In a fun, almost effortless way, the 
Learning Disc lesson plan unfolds its 
program and transfers the knowledge 
into your mind. It's incredible! 

Amazing Light-Sound Matrix 
Stimulates Your Mind 

How does it work? A digital program 
embedded in the CD, called a Learning 
Matrix 1 ", sends a combination of light 



and sound instructions through the 
Learning Machine digital headset to 
stimulate the optimum mind-state for 
learning. 

During your learning session you'll 
be asked to listen to audio instructions 
while you review written materials. 
While this information is still fresh in 
your mind, the narrator instructs you to 
lower your Light Pulse Shield, and your 
Learning Disc fifes an amazing light- 
sound matrix that instantly relaxes you. 
This highly relaxed mind-state helps 
lock the new information into your 
memory. 

Learning Discs ,M 
Teach Foreign Languages, 
Speed Reading, And More 

Learning foreign languages, or anything 
for that matter, at rocket speed can be 
very empowering. And I'm going to 
include a ton of valuable Learning Disc 



software with your Learning Machine so 
you can get immediate results from this 
new technology. You'll- receive 4 lan- 
guage courses — French, German, 
Spanish, and Italian. A Super 
Vocabulary course, a Super Memory 
course, and a Speed Reading course. 



And for your kids, a 
SuperPhonics “ read- 
ing program. Over 
$200 worth of Learn- 
ing Discs make this 
the deal of the centu- 
ry. But 1 want to 
show off its other 
amazing powers and 
give you 10 more rea- 
sons for ordering it. 

3-D Mind Sync 
Induces Virtual 
Fantasy Experiences 

' So I'll include an amazing 3-D Mind 
Sync’" Library, with 10 amazing whole- 
brain synchronization programs on 3 
CDs, to turn your Learning Machine into 
a powerful meditation, self-hypnosis, 
and dream-induction computer. 

The 3-D Mind Sync Library I'm 
bundling includes the following titles: 



Creativity Booster, Quick Energy, 
Stress Zapper, Brain Tune-Up, Virtual 
Visualization, Imagination Stimulator, 
Learning Accelerator, Super Intuition, 
•Lucid Dreaming, and Super Zen States. 

A $150 value, this extensive collec- 
tion of mind expansion experiences is a 
super bonus. But what's even 
more exciting is how this same 
machine can be used for habit 
control, success conditioning, 
and eliminating self-defeating 
attitudes. 

Zap Your Mind 
With Success 

Let's say you want to transform 
a loser mind-set into a winning 
one. Or you'd like to quit smok- 
ing or lose weight. Pop in an 
InnerMind" 1 Programming Disc. 
The light-sound matrix opens a 
window into your unconscious 
mind — the source of your 
inner programming. 

Then by infusing your 
"inner mind" with new positive 
programs, you can rescript neg- 
ative self-defeating behavior. 
I'm including with your 
Learning Machine kit 18 exquis- 



• S 1994 Zygon International. Inc. All Rights Reserved. Learning Machine. Learning Disc, Learning Matin. SuperPhonics, The Teacher, 3D Mina Sire. Accelerated Interactive language Learning, InnerMind Programming, and Super Speed Learning are trademarks of Z)gon International. 
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Essay 

By David Brin 



Only Science Fiction can solve 
the perplexing problem of gun control. 
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Robert Heinlein's 
classic Beyond This 
Horizon may pro- 
vide answers to 
society's deadly 
dilemma. Art by 
Vincent Di Fate. 



O N SOME ISSUES, SUCH AS CREATIONISM, OR THE 
desirability of space research, SF fans are de- 
cidedly off-center from the populace at large. 
Over a broad range of other topics, we tend to 
cross the normal political spectrum, from liberal to con- 
servative, but with one fairly consistent coloration— a 
streak of libertarian suspicion of authority that runs 
through so much of what we write or love to read. 

Maybe it’s the propaganda we grew up on— all those 
tales of intrepid protagonists battling bravely against 
tyrants (whether alien or human-bom)— but most SF 
readers and writers tend to look skeptically toward 
what they consider undue accumulations of power in 
only a few hands. Those to the left worry about the 
machinations of omnipotent megacorporations. Those 
on the right fear the big bad government. Sometimes, 
amid all our furious debates and fiery panel-discussion 
arguments over the issues of the day, we could do well 
to remember this common thread. It might even pro- 
voke us to tone down the self-righteous accusations for 
a little while and to start talking about possible grounds 
for compromise. 

Let’s take just one example. There is an issue that cur- 
rently threatens to tear the USA apart. Citizens tend to 
assume one entrenched position or another over the 
issue of gun control, blithely dismissing the arguments 
of the other side. 

This is a shame, because science fiction offers a much 



better approach than simply accepting as gospel the of- 
ficial party lines we hear recited on the evening news. 
The technique is called gedankenexperiment , or 
thought-experiment, and we really are very good at it. 

Take, for example, Robert Heinlein’s fascinating 
novel, Beyond This Horizon. 

Pleinlein wrote this book in part at the behest of John 
W. Campbell, who was then holding forth on one of his 
favorite themes that “an armed society is a polite soci- 
ety.” In pushing this strange notion, Campbell was be- 
having very much like his archnemesis, Karl Marx. A 
few anecdotes and a good just-so story outweigh a hun- 
dred historical counterexamples. No matter, Heinlein 
did as good a job of conveying Campbell’s idea in fiction 
as anybody could. So much so that Beyond This Hori- 
zon is cited in the state legislatures of Texas and Florida, 
where some anti-crime bills have proposed encourag- 
ing all law-abiding citizens to go around armed. 

Heinlein wasn’t alone in thinking about the implica- 
tions of private arms. In his novel Shield, Poul Anderson 
posits the discovery of a type of invincible personal 
body armor, which in part solves some public safety 
concerns, and then raises new ones. I’ll leave it as an 
exercise for the reader to come up with other examples 
of science fictional stories and novels about gun con- 
trol, or the lack of it. One of the most common themes 
is this one — 

Liberals, with the best of intentions, manage to push 
through a universal gun registration law. Some time 
later, a would-be despot comes to power and, with the 
handy registration list in hand, sends forth his minions 
to collect every weapon then in private hands. A series 
of graphically-depicted atrocities ensue, after which a 
cabal of brave individuals gathers to plan insurrection. 
You get the idea. Note how well the scenario plays to 
the suspicion-of-authority instinct. A good, solid, if 
somewhat hackneyed, fictional plot driver. 

And a concept that strikes straight to the heart of 
today’s public debate over gun control. 

This may be a good time to pause and put science fic- 
tion aside for just a moment and take a fresh look at 
where America stands right now, in the problem-fraught 
era of 1994. Polls show the public leaning ever further 
away from the positions long held by the National Rifle 
Association (NRA). Attorney General Janet Reno quite 
accurately pinpointed what most people feel is the 
worst problem. Only a small fraction of Americans want 
to take away the right of private citizens to own 
weapons. But most agree that there ought to be some 
system to ensure accountability and responsibility. 

Reno went on to make an apt parallel between 
firearms and automobiles. As a nation, we have already 
put one kind of potentially lethal device into the hands 
of nearly 200 million citizens, who use them almost 
daily. Despite drunk drivers, pollution, and traffic jams, 
it is remarkable how well we handle these behemoths, 
hurtling past each other, gas tanks filled with explosive 
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liquids. For the most part, those using motor 
cars on public highways are courteous, reli- 
able, and well-trained. That training — and 
the machines themselves — is regulated by 
state laws and agencies which work quite 
well, all considered. 

We accept a state interest in requiring that 
all drivers be trained and licensed, and all 
cars be registered and well-maintained. Why 
not apply similar standards to the other ma- 
chines most responsible for premature, vio- 
lent death in this country — firearms? A 
hunting shotgun could be treated like a nor- 
mal car. You want an AK-47? Fine, take as 
many tests and get as much insurance as 
someone needs in order to qualify to drive 
an 18-wheeler down the highways! If your 
gun is stolen, report it like you would a miss- 
ing auto, or face serious trouble. 

Unfortunately, as logical and reasonable 
as this suggestion sounds, it won’t work, at 
least not all by itself, because it fails to ad- 
dress the underlying reason for tenacious 
resistance by the NRA and its members to 
even mild forms of gun control. Try talking 
to the more reasonable gun owners, and 
they’ll explain that the scenario driving them 
to sleepless anxiety is fear of confiscation. 
To a great many gun owners, any new law, 
however benign, is simply the start down a 
slippery slope, leading inevitably to seizure 
by the state of all firearms. 

In other words, the most common SF sce- 
nario is precisely the one motivating the 
right wing in today’s gun control debate. 

It is all too easy for those on the other side 
to dismiss gun aficionados’ Jeffersonian be- 
lief that citizen firearm ownership helps 
keep our public officials from turning into 
dictators. But are t hey foolish to think this? 

Throughout history, t here has been a ten- 
dency for governments to grow ever more 
remote, until citizens face a choice between 
submission or rising to teach their would-be 
masters a lesson. 

Of course, in Jefferson’s day, a militia of 
musket-bearing farmers was nearly as well- 
equipped as a professional force. Today, on 
the other hand, how could a ragtag uprising of 
angiy citizens hope to face a technological 
army sent to put down a popular rebellion? 

In fact, the idea isn’t quite as far-fetched 
as it sounds. Consider — how many cities 
could the dozen or so U.S. Army divisions 
hold and pacify against an angiy, united, and 
armed citizenry? One or two? Remember 
that the soldiers, Americans themselves, 
might mutiny if ordered to blow up whole 
neighborhoods of their countrymen with 
cluster bombs. Certainly any urban rebellion 
would fail without support from the major- 
ity of the populace, but in the case of a true 
mass rising, I'd put even money on the people. 

The main point is that the mere existence 
of such an option affects the basic power re- 
lationship between government and gov- 
erned. Jefferson argued that an implicit 
threat of insurrection counterweighs the nat- 
ural tendency of states to grab power. It can 
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be argued that the basic validity of his point 
hasn’t changed in 200 years. 

Whatever its fallacies or merits, this rarely 
discussed mythos is crucial to understand- 
ing popular resistance to gun control in gen- 
eral, and to weapon registration in particular. 
Gun owners are convinced that their oppo- 
nents’ agenda is to compile a comprehensive 
list of private arsenals, so that some future 
bureaucracy will know exactly where to con- 
fiscate every firearm not already in state hands. 

The Slippery Slope Syndrome poisons 
many issues on the national agenda (e.g. 
abortion, sex education, the right-to-die). 
Fear of an insidious erosion of liberty en- 
courages obstinacy and fanaticism on all 
sides, thwarting the American genius at 
compromise. In the case of gun control, we 
might start toward a solution by noting what 
NRA members fear most about proposed 
regulations— not the inconvenience or pa- 
perwork, but a long slide toward confisca- 
tion and loss of a traditional (if perhaps 
illusory) insurrectionary recourse. As a na- 
tion, we should consider ways to allay their 
deep fears, while at the same time accepting 
no further postponement in staunching the 
flood of firearm deaths sweeping America. 

Here is one possibility for consideration — 
if not for legislation, then at least for a good 
SF story. Gun owners just might accept 
treating most weapons exactly like motor- 
cars — including registration, training and li- 
censing — if they were first offered a grand 



compact permanently setting aside one 
class of weapons from all such oversight. 

Widely published studies show that tradi- 
tional, bolt-action rifles and simple shotguns 
are rarely used by criminals, impulse mur- 
derers, or children. They are hard to conceal, 
slow to reload, difficult to bring to bear in 
close quarters, and not much help to would- 
be muggers. They have produced victims, to 
be sure, including some famous ones. But 
still, the death rate has been infinitesimal in 
comparison to the carnage wrought by all 
the other firearms plaguing our streets. Yet, 
these are the very same firearms most ap- 
propriate for hunting, target shooting, or de- 
fending a home! (Those prescribing an AK-47 
in such roles have a hard time convincing 
true sportsmen, or officers of the law.) 

Furthermore, in any hypothetical mass- 
rising of angry citizens, thousands of simple 
rifles ought to make any future oppressor 
think twice. You need assault weapons for 
assault, but events in Bosnia have shown 
that it takes artillery and bloody-minded 
ruthlessness to root out bands of dedicated 
neighbors, obstinately defending their vil- 
lage with hunting rifles. If matters ever 
reached total civil war in America, with na- 
palm and carpet bombing, a civil militia 
would be useless anyway, no matter how 
well-armed. But in a case where common 
soldiers are reluctant, and mass bombard- 
ment is out of the question, a hundred thou- 
sand men and women with simple rifles 



might force even a tyrant to negotiate. 

Such talk of retaining a right for all citi- 
zens to own a “militia rifle” may seem ro- 
mantic and even bizarre to some, but radicals 
on the other side are just as quixotic if they 
imagine ever ridding this society of all 
weapons. Nothing is more likely to cause 
civil war in America than a full-scale effort to 
achieve a total ban. Neither side has a mo- 
nopoly on unreasonableness. 

The present situation is intolerable. Amer- 
ica is stymied, unable to act on a crisis that 
is killing its children and tearing its cities 
apart. We need a compromise on the issue 
of gun control, and we need it now. 

One possible solution might be to offer 
gun owners a Constitution-level guarantee 
that “national militia” weapons, those men- 
tioned above, shall remain forever sacro- 
sanct, uncounted, and unregistered. With 
such guarantees in place, countless moderate 
gun owners might then agree to automobile- 
style regulation of handguns, semi-automat- 
ics, assault rifles, and all the rest of the truly 
horrible engines of destruction which are 
making life miserable in our once civil land. 

But that is only one scenario... one of 
countless imaginative solutions to modem 
problems that might be proposed if only we 
tried bringing the tools of science fiction- 
imagination and critical extrapolation — into 
the real world, applying them to breaking 
the silly dichotomies and rigid ideologies of 
this modem age. □ 
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Continued from page 22 

years, but held back because he wasn’t cer- 
tain contemporary special-effects technol- 
ogy could deliver the elaborate fx A.i.’s 
script demanded. But all that reportedly 
changed after Kubrick caught a screening 
of Jurassic Park’s computer-generated 
dinosaurs. 

The year's most ambitious sci-fi film is 
likely to be StarGate, an fx-driven produc- 
tion, scheduled for a November release. 
The budget has reportedly soared from $30 
million to as much as $55 million — and its 
lead, Kurt Russell, is getting paid a career- 
high $7 million to star. Directed by Roland 
Emmerich (whose previous film was the 
Jean-Claude Van Damme/Dolph Lundgren 
action pic Universal Soldier ) and based on 
an original screenplay he wrote with Dean 
Devlin, the film spans time and interstellar 
space by combining archeology, astronomy, 
and Egyptian myth. It reportedly begins with 
the discovery at Gaza of an ancient Egypt- 
ian artifact, “the StarGate,” which transports 
a top-secret research team light-years across 
the galaxy, to an alien world ruled by a mys- 
terious being named Ra, played by Jaye 
Davidson, an Oscar nominee for The Crying 
Game. James Spader, also in Wolf opposite 
Jack Nicholson, plays an Egyptologist. 

Then there’s TimeCop, a new Jean-Claude 
Van Damme project that sounds suspi- 
ciously like a bigger-budgeted version of the 
current Australian-based syndicated SF 
series Timetrax. Set in the year 2004, Time- 
Cop toplines Van Damme as a rootin’ tootin’ 
kickin’ and shootin’ lawman tracking bad 
guys who’ve escaped into the past in order 
to alter the future. Costars are Ron Silver 
and Mia Sara; Peter (2010) Hyams directs. 

If Earth is in dire need of population con- 
trol, then after the next couple of years, the 
SF universe might also be facing the same 
amount of over-crowding. Television is 
already pushing the final frontier to its lim- 
its with the Star Trek TV world continually 
expanding— Star Trek: Frontiers debuts after 
The Next Generation goes off the air, while 
Babylon 5 picks up the slack for viewers who 
just can’t get enough extraterrestrial action. 

And finally, George Lucas has decided to 
go ahead with the first three installments of 
his nine-part series. Preceding the events in 
the first three films, the next trio in the vast 
Star Wars serial will arrive in theaters hope- 
fully around 1996 or 1997 and focus in on the 
early days of the Jedi Knights and a young 
Obi Wan Kenobi. One option being discussed 
is shooting them back to back in order to cut 
costs. Lucas may even come out of his 
directing retirement (he hasn’t helmed a 
movie since the original Star Wars back in 
1977) and get behind the camera once again 
for one of these efforts. 

This summer that galaxy far, far away has 
never seemed so close. □ 
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“a fly who travels from the kitchen to the liv- 
ing room and comes back and tells his bud- 
dies, who are too happy living in the kitchen 
with all its smells and garbage to care.” 
Gordon R. Dickson, on the other hand, 
missed the television show because he was 
at Cape Canaveral for the entire mission. 

“I was down there when it took off. Cov- 
ering those space shots was a blur,” he said, 
trying to piece together the fragments of 
memory. Like Poul Anderson, Dickson is an- 
other of those who started producing space- 
age fiction in the 1950s and never seemed to 
slow down. He was in Florida as a corre- 
spondent for a Minneapolis newspaper, a 
small magazine, and Analog. 

He said he was with SF writer Keith 
Laumer and Joe Green, a NASA employee 
who was also a science fiction fan and who 
put up the writers at his house on Merritt Is- 
land near the Kennedy Space Center. “His 
house used to be headquarters for all those 
science fiction people,” he said. “He brought 
in food and beer and goodies. And there 
were people sleeping all over the floors.” 

He is still optimistic about space. “History 
is a juggernaut— you just can’t stop it. There 
are two heavy historical engines. Overpopu- 
lation is pushing us from behind and tech- 
nology is pulling us by the nose.” 



Joe Haldeman, another Vietnam veteran 
and author of The Forever War and The 
Great Hemingway Hoax, was away from 
the TV set when the astronauts landed, but 
not by design. 

“I missed watching the Apollo 1 1 landing 
by a few minutes,” he wrote in an E-mail 
message. “We were spending the summer 
with a family in Guadalajara. They were so 
excited about the moon landing that they 
went out and bought a color TV!” 

But the landing schedule was moved up 
while Joe and his wife, Gay, were at the 
beach in a little fishing village with no radio 
or newspaper. 

“So we left San Patricio with plenty of 
time, thinking we’d get into Guadalqjara sev- 
eral hours ahead of the landing. We even 
picked up a fellow American who was 
headed for another part of town. I dropped 
Gay off at the house where we were staying 
and ran the other guy home. The timing was 
just perfect, or perfectly terrible: Gay 
walked into the house just a few minutes be- 
fore touchdown. So I was driving cross-town 
through unusually light traffic when Arm- 
strong jumped off the ladder. 

“Oh well. I saw replays of it for hours. We 
could hear Walter Cronkite’s running com- 
mentary under the Mexican announcer’s. 
Every now and then there would be a voice- 
over commercial for Tequila Sauza... es 
tequila mas final" 

One last writer who missed the show on 



television had a first-class excuse. 

“Oddly, I was speaking to Walter Cronkite 
on television at the time,” said Arthur C. 
Clarke from his home in Colombo, Sri Lanka. 

Everyone knows that, of course. Everyone 
who watched the landings was thrilled to see 
a genuine science fiction writer with a front- 
row seat, being treated with the respect that 
the field deserved on such an occasion. 

Clarke apologized for not being able to 
talk longer. A camera crew was on its way 
over to begin work on another 26 episodes 
of his syndicated television program, Arthur 
C. Clarke’s World of Discovery. 

His voice was strong and clear. Ironically, 
he was no doubt talking by satellite connec- 
tion. The irony was that more than 30 years 
ago Clarke wrote an article describing how 
he invented the communications satellite 
and lost millions of dollars by failing to 
patent the idea at the time. 

Some significance of the Apollo program 
is evident all around us — especially today. 
At the time of this writing, astronauts in the 
space shuttle Endeavour are orbiting the 
Earth, taking pictures of its surface with 
cameras and special radar. And a new 
weather satellite takes its place over North 
America to give us better coverage of our 
skies. We are still up there, but the perspec- 
tive has turned inward. And the space pro- 
gram is not the only show on television. But 
someday we must do more than just look 
back. Someday, we must go back. □ 
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The greatest work of science fiction 
may very well be the old line, 

“We’re from the government, we’re here to help you.” 



What We Really Do 
Here at NASA 



KJ *VERY MORNING I BRING IN THE TWO BRIEFCASES, 
■ 7 m packed with a hundred sets of freshly shuffled play- 
m 1 ing cards each. I hate having to take work home, 
but hey — if I didn’t, who would? 

After punching in, we cut cards to see who goes down into 
the vault. First deuce has to check the vault to make certain 
nobody sneaked in during the night. When you get past the last 
of the six steel doors, the perpetual motion machines are an 
awesome sight, whining away softly behind the armored glass. 
Every few years some high management busybody asks why 
we don’t destroy them, instead of keeping them locked up 
where somebody might someday break in and discover just 
how easy it is to make one, and we have to patiently explain 



that you can’t destroy a perpetual motion 
machine once it’s running — if you could stop 
it, it wouldn’t be perpetual, now would it? 
And if you try, it’s a real mess. Trust me. So 
every day we check the locks and the dead- 
fall traps. You have to be careful that you’ve 
memorized exactly where the land mines 
are — security changes them every week — 
and that you respond with the password 
promptly when security challenges you. We 
lose more civil servants who have trouble 
remembering a simple, 15 syllable nonsense- 
word when they’re looking down the barrel 
of a machine gun. It’s a shame, but you just 
can’t be too careful. 

After checking the vault we have to waste 
time doing real work. We all complain about 
it, but somebody has to read all those scien- 
tific journals. We get them sent to us before 
printing, and what we do is to check that 
nobody’s doing the type of research that 
might lead to a magnetic spaceship, inertia- 
free field, or — worst of all! — an antigravity, 
warp-capable stardrive. Every now and then 
we see a line of research which, although 
seemingly innocent, could set people to 
thinking, and then we have to call up the edi- 
tors, make sure the paper gets accidentally 
shredded and an innocuous one substituted, 



and then call the dean of the relevant uni- 
versity (universities are the worst; govern- 
ment and industrial labs know where their 
money comes from) to offer a few million 
dollars to start a research grant on some- 
thing we know is safe. Works every time. 

Occasionally some of our special-effects 
people drop by. It’s always fun to go to the 
movie room to look at the takes of one of 
their little space shuttle “launches” and offer 
suggestions on how to make it look more 
realistic. One time when we were having a 
party, somebody accidentally spilled marsh- 
mallow fluff on the film. We tried to wipe the 
mess off with vodka, but that only blotched 
out the image even worse, until there was 
nothing but a big white blur where the space 
shuttle should have been. You wouldn’t 
believe how much of a fuss everybody made 
over that, even though the film we ruined 
wasn’t even the liftoff — it was a minute or 
two after, when only the real space nuts 
were watching anyway. 

Of course, we have toilets here. Next to 
each toilet is a big bin full of paper money. 
It’s taxpayer money; which is cheaper and 
more abundant than toilet paper, and softer 
on your backside. I like to use fifties, myself; 
I think the hundred dollar bills don’t circu- 



late enough and are too crinkly, but some 
people even prefer thousands. No account- 
ing for taste. 

We get lunch flown in on the NASA jets. I 
usually get the caviar and lark’s tongues in 
aspic for an appetizer— with French cham- 
pagne — and a main course of jellied eyeball 
of baby seal, depending on my mood. 

Afternoons are mostly free. We can’t go 
home early, because that would look bad to 
the public, so we mostly just nap or play 
pinochle or watch the Mai's Observer broad- 
casts. It’s really too bad that NASA had to 
pretend to be a public failure (I wish I knew 
what half-wit had the bright idea to actually 
announce the launch) but we really couldn’t 
let outsiders see what Mars is really like. I 
mean, this thing is a spy-satellite, just like 
the ones that the CIA uses to keep tabs on 
Madonna’s dressing room. They have out- 
door methane baths, right by the Mars pyra- 
mids next to the grand canal, you can watch 
’em in the nude just like you were right in 
with ’em. The pale slimy ones with the 
bulging craniums are nothing to look at— 
kinda sexless, I can’t even figure out which 
are the girls— but those green ones, Zow- 
whee! You know, they got six pairs of bazon- 
gas, and absolutely no shame at all. Some- 
times they... well, you can’t put that on TV, 
even if we did admit that they exist, which 
would cause a worldwide panic, widespread 
looting, the collapse of democracy, and sev- 
eral weeks of decreased revenues for major 
corporations. 

When we get bored with the tube, we play 
pinochle with the space aliens from the 
crashed saucers. Some of the guys get to 
feeling sorry for them, stranded so many jil- 
lions of light-years from home, with their 
huge liquid brown eyes, but I figure, hell, the 
youngest damn one of those guys is a mil- 
lion years old, why get maudlin? And they 
cheat, too. That’s why we have to take the 
cards home to shuffle them — if you shuffle 
the cards at work, they gimmick the cards 
around with their minds. 

They can read minds, also — that’s what 
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Of course, we have toilets here. Next to each toilet is a big bin 
full of paper money. It’s taxpayer money; 
which is cheaper • and more abundant than toilet paper. . . . 




management says — but it’s funny, they never 
seem to use that ability to cheat. I asked 
once, and one of ’em said, “How would you 
feel about sharing your mind with a slug or a 
jellyfish?” I never can figure those aliens out, 
always going on about jellyfish, evolution, 
cosmic oneness, crap like that. Screw ’em. 

Sometimes the alert buzzer sounds. That 
means the Air Force is trying a commando 
raid. They claim that we stole the aliens from 
them , , when everybody knows that we saw 
them first. And besides, they had their own 
aliens to do experiments on, and if they used 
theirs up already, is that our fault? So every 
so often we have to zap ’em good, imtil they 
finally get the lesson and skedaddle back 
home. The Air Force guys never quite fig- 
ured out the trick of making an effective ray- 
gun — good thing they aren’t on speaking 
terms with the CIA!— so they never get as far 
as the inner sanctum. You’d think they’d learn. 

Every now and then, the lights flicker and 
the TV goes on the fritz. That means that the 
mother ship is buzzing us, trying to annoy us 
into giving the aliens back. It’s huge, at least 
a mile across, with lots of blinky lights and 
shiny stuff. (That’s why we have the NASA 
center in Cleveland: the boss figures that 
even if somebody reports it to the papers, 
nobody pays attention to news from Cleve- 
land, anyway.) Usually the mother ship just 
buzzes around. Luckily they have a thing 
about not blasting us into jelly; something to 
do with being a superior form of life, I guess. 
But occasionally the buzzing gets annoying, 
and we have to send somebody out to spray 
it with Windex until it goes away. They hate 
Windex. 

At 5 o’clock, the whistle blows, we gather 
up the cards to take home to shuffle, check 
that the vaults are all locked and nothing 
suspicious is out in plain sight, and then 
punch our time clocks and head home. 

So that’s what it’s like to work at NASA. 
About like working anywhere, I suppose. It’s 
a tough job, but, hey— somebody has to do it 

So, what’s it like working for the phone 
company? □ 
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Two astronauts went out aboard the Lady 
Three. Only one came back. 

But he was not alone. . . 



, THE 

Asking 

place 

BY MARK RICH 
Illustration by Gary Freeman 



S ITTING ON THE ROCK, LOOKING OUT TO 
sea, the wind that tumbled the waves push- 
ing her hair from her face, the sunlight that 
glittered on the waters starkly illuminating 
the cheek hollows and sharp profile of her 
face, her deep-set eyes steadfastly avoiding 
the side where she might see him, she grimaced, her 
lingers and arms and lips tightening at his words. 

“Don’t know how to say it, Anne,” he said. “But you 
look like a new woman. A new woman. Like I’ve never 
seen you before. You look — beautiful. I don’t know 
why we don’t have a better word than that. But we 
don’t. Yet that’s what you are. Beautiful.” 

At these words she grimaced. 

He tightened his hands into fists where he stood. 
Things he said had a way of going wrong. Especially 
now. She looked like a new woman — she looked beau- 
tiful — meaning his memory of her showed her less 
attractive? Showed her as an older and more weary 
woman? A woman tired of something — of life, of him? 

He stood a dozen steps away. Or a dozen miles. Or 
a dozen astronomical units — the distance from here 
to the Jovian moons, at this point in their respective 
orbital paths. Or a dozen and more light years, from 
those moons to — where? 

Someplace appeared in his mind, briefly, briefly. 
Someplace he had failed to go. 

Another failure. 



She faced the waves. A gull rode the wind, lifted a moment 
upward and dropped again nearer the waves, then lifted upward, its 
wings white planes that broke the blue of sky. 

With a strained voice: “It’s been more than two yeais, Jim.” 

“For you it has.” 

Her mouth turned downward again. He stepped closer, wanting 
to be near enough to reach and touch the taut jawline and to turn 
her face so she would see him, so he could meet the gaze of those 
eyes that captivated him with their look of fogged blue distance. 

He wanted to. He wanted. He. He could do no such thing. His 
hand reaching to touch her would be other than his hand, other 
than the hand of the man she remembered. 

Yet she might turn, even so, yes. She might turn— 

And she would see him. Not he himself, the 
man he really was. Someone else. Not Jim. 

And who did she hear in his voice: the 
voice of a stranger? 

And what had she said it had been: more 
than two years? 

Two years for her. A few moments, and 
infinite time, for him. For him, the man who 
was Jim and not Jim. 

He glanced back at the two cars pulled off 
by the road, the longer, darker one sitting 
behind the old blue Dart that he remem- 
bered being new. Three men in navy-blue 
suits stood beside the long car, their heads 
turned toward him. One followed his move- 
ments with glasses. The gray medical van sat 
farther back on the road. Its two attendants 
leaned against the side door and talked. 

Jim turned again to Anne. 

“Sony. It’s been two or however many 
years for me, too— only I don’t feel it. I don’t 
know how — it’s all been — ” 

She nodded. 

Then she turned at last, to look at him. 

Quickly looked away. 

“You aren’t Jim,” she said, her voice almost 
breaking. 

“Just like I said, isn’t it? Like I said in the let- 
ter. What I look like — ” 

“I didn’t think it would be this hard.” 

Helplessness flooded him. He wanted to 
touch her. “Listen, Anne. All that matters is 
that you’ve met me here. That’s what mat- 
ters to me. To meet me here, of all places—” 

“You didn’t give me much choice.” 

“It was for a reason. Sony.” 

“No return address. Just, ‘Meet me at the 
asking place.’ As if that’s supposed to mean something.” 

“It does mean something.” 

“It did mean something. To me and Jim. And even that’s behind 
us. It doesn’t mean anything any more.” 

“But listen, Anne. I’m Jim. That’s why I’m here. That’s why you’re 
here.” 

“You aren’t Jim. How could you be? You said you wouldn’t look 
like you. But I know your face. I saw the pictures of you and the 
other crew member. You’re that other one. Andrews, I think. 
Andrews.” 

“Ed Andrews. Yes,” Jim said. 

“What happened to Jim?” Her voice gained in pitch. 

He remembered this, too: that the look of calm and control could 
dissipate in a flash. The face that one moment showed strength, the 
next could fracture into sharp and brittle shards of dissipating emot ion. 

“I don’t look like it,” he said. “But I’m Jim. Inside. In here I’m the 
man who married you.” 

“But you look like Andrews! What happened to Jim? He died, 
didn’t he? That’s what they said after the crash. That only Andrews 



Half walking and 
half floating over a 
ridge of rock, he 
saw the ship, Lady 
Three , standing 
battered on the 
edge of the talus 
plain, poised as if 
ready to totter and 
plunge into the 
writhing mist-bed 
of sulfurous magma 
beyond. A hole had 
been blasted 
through the middle 
of the hull. 



survived. Not Jim.” 

“Andrews died. But no — he wasn’t even in the ship when we — 
when I crashed. The crash—” 

Jim sat finally on an edge of stone, still distant by the length of a 
boulder from Anne along the rock-strewn shore, turning away from 
her and toward the waves. The jagged surface bit through his thin 
trousers. He would feel chilled if he sat too long. The sun was shin- 
ing but not with full force. A touch of autumn bit the air. 

He put his head in his hands, elbows on knees. 

Forty-five... 

Forty-six ... 

At 35 astronomical units from the sun, Jason Probe 4 came to 
life. 

Radioisotope thermoelectric generators 
increased output to nearly 500 watts, pow- 
ering motors that stalled extending an arm 
of tubular tmsswork. 

Forty-seven... 

It opened out like a gray flower. The truss- 
work reached 20 meters from the body of 
the spacecraft. 

Forty -eight ... 

The gray flower, in seven seconds, would 
begin its search. 

Forty-nine... 



m 

W W wl 

? f 



HY DON’T YOU TELL ME ABOUT 
it," she said. Her voice trem- 
bled only slightly. “That’s 
why you asked me here, isn’t 
it? Isn’t that why you had me 
meet you here? Jim told you 
about this place, didn’t he. He must have. He 
told you what happened here.” 

“I know what happened here. I asked you 
to many me, Anne.” 

“Not you — ” She stopped herself. “Listen. 
Andrews. Or whoever you are. Tell me. 
Whatever it is you wanted to meet me for. 
Tell me.” 

“I’m — searching,” Jim said. A tangle of 
confusion rippled through his thoughts. He 
smoothed his mind and stalled again into his 
memories. Why had he asked to meet her? In 
hopes of learning something? He had to 
begin with the trip. The trip. He gathered 
himself. “I — ” Abruptly the image blotted out 
eveiything else: 

Half walking and half floating over a ridge 
of rock, moving in an eerie combination of clumsiness within the 
hermetic suit and dancer-like ease in the low gravity, he saw the 
ship, Lady Three, standing battered on the edge of the talus plain, 
poised as if ready to totter and plunge into the writhing mist-bed of 
sulfurous magma beyond. A hole had been blasted through the mid- 
dle of the hull. The ship stood useless. It would never go anywhere 
now. He would be stranded here, on a sulfur-jetting rock in space, 
under the pressing gaze of the monstrous cat’s-eye of a planet that 
hung luminescent above, nightmarishly dominating the sky, leav- 
ing no room for any other part of the celestial sphere. Jim stood, his 
body weaving, his ears ringing, gazing on a ship that would go 
nowhere. He would be stranded on a nowhere world. Forever. 

The image faded as he sighed out heavily. 

He collected all his pieces and glued himself together again. He 
stood here on the shore with Anne. He yearned toward her. His 
yearning served as his cement. 

"It began smoothly, from what I can remember,” he said, staring 
out to sea. The waves lapped against his thoughts. “We landed and 
began doing standard preparations for planetological tests, and sent 
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out the gas-miner for exploring pools of sulfur near the landing area 
I can remember that much. Control says that they lost contact with 
us right away — almost as soon as we touched down. We went for 
our first walk on the surface. We went as far as the rim of a nearby 
crater, not a geologically old one. For no more than a second, 
exploring the rim, we lost sight of the ship. I turned around and 
looked— and saw— my god! — that the ship had been ruined, in just 
that instant! I have no idea where Andrews went, in that moment— 
suddenly he was gone. And those pains— incredible pains in my 
head — as if I’d been tom apart and rammed back together — how 
can I describe that? How can I even give an idea? Maybe that’s why 
I saw what I did— the wrecked ship. It must have been an illusion. 
Because now, when I looked again— it was whole again! And how 
do I explain that? There was nothing wrong 
with it at all. It stood before me, intact. Yet 
Andrews had disappeared. I waited. Some- 
thing had happened to him. Something had 
happened to me. When I looked at myself I 
saw — it’s like you say. Andrews. I saw 
Andrews. But I’m me. But my looks — my 
looks! And I lost more than that, Anne. You 
don’t know how it feels. A stretch of memory 
is gone. I don’t even know what I’ve lost. I 
don’t even remember all my pilot training. 

Landing these ships is a piece of cake, but I 
crashed the Lady Three coming back down 
in Sands-15. God, I’ve forgotten things. 

Going back four, five years. It’s all spotty.” 

He shook his head. The gaps sometimes 
struck him as nothing important. Other 
times, they appeared more vast than those 
empty stretches of void between here and — 
and there. “Five years ago. To you. To me, 
just yesterday. We’re still married, Anne. In 
my mind we are. They didn’t believe me 
here, that I’m Jim Springer. But I’m Jim. I’m 
married to you. I remember being married 
to you. I even remembered this place. See? I 
had them send a note to you, to go to the 
‘asking place.’ It’s a place only you and I 
know. The asking place. And here we are. 

Doesn’t that prove something? I asked them 
that, and they keep insisting I’m not 
Springer. Maybe I’m not Andrews, but they 
say I’m not Jim Springer either. They had to 
tell me that we aren’t still married, Anne. Oh, 

Anne — what happened? Did it all fall apart? 

Two years ago? And you’re married again, 
already? But you knew where this place was, 
didn’t you? The asking place? And I knew 
where it was, too. Doesn’t that mean something? Doesn’t it?” 

He looked at her and saw shock on her face. He had said too 
much. He could say things the wrong way, not the right way. The 
man he had been— Andrews? Springer? Would that man have said 
things right? 

M uscles jumped beneath the skin of her jaw. Her 
eyes strained forward, as if they wanted to leap 
from her face and into the sea, as if the churning 
waters were a place of safety, as if the rest of her 
would follow once her eyes flew out, flashing away 
from him and whatever about him left her shocked. 
He looked the other way, up the beach. To the lighthouse. It stood 
silent, useless, unused for decades, with a few abandoned houses 
nearby and trees growing tall and obscuring its base among the 
boulders. A huge hole had been blasted through its middle, ren- 
dering it — 

No, no. It would never have lifted off anyway. 

And no hole broke its sides. Its curved walls lifted intact, 



unbreached, alongside the sea. The eye of its dark lamp stared 
through him. 

The ship with the hole. Had he remembered that before? That the 
ship had stood there with a hole in its hull? That the Lady Three 
stood there uselessly? Then how had he returned? 

“I was alone so long,” Jim said. "Finally — I gave up. Gave up wait- 
ing. I needed to get back in the ship. I lifted off. I headed for — ” 

He had headed for a place. Not here. His intention had been to go 
someplace else, not here, never here. It shook him to realize it. 
“Please go,” Anne said. 

"I want to talk to you,” Jim said. “That’s all. I want to talk. I want 
to remember. I want to tell you all about — ” 

“Just leave me alone,” she said. “You aren’t Jim.” 

“I’m Jim,” he said. His blood raced. “I’m 
Jim! Listen to me, Anne. Just listen. And talk 
to me. I just want to talk!" 

She stood abruptly and turned, moving 
quickly away across the rocks and toward 
the road, toward the cars, toward the men 
in suits and the men by the medical van. 
Towards safety, for her. 

Safety. 

Holes had been blasted through the bodies 
of both cars and van. 

Fifty... 

Ultraviolet spectrometer, infrared spec- 
trometer, radiometer, forward mass detec- 
tors, and low and high-field magnetometers: 
having hung dormant during the pass 
through the solar system from Earth past 
Jupiter and beyond, the instruments glided 
outward on the boom while being triggered 
to a new level of intermittently broken sleep. 
For short spurts — five seconds out of every 
60 — they would wake to brief activity, rub- 
bing metaphorical eyes to glance into the 
void, only to slip quickly into energy-saving 
sleep again. 

Fifty-one ... 

“YOU LOOK LIKE HELL, KURT,” GINGER 
Buchner said. 

He involuntarily glanced at her. She pursed 
her lips in response and touched his arm. 

“I don’t say it to be mean,” she said. “I 
mean you look tired.” 

Small of build and height next to him, her 
voice sounded almost too loud for her size. 
And too low. It made him self-conscious 
about his own reedy tenor. 

“No kidding.” He managed a grin. 

Kurt Larssen switched on the screens, pushed back the chair, and 
waited for the electronic fog to clear. He rubbed his left hand across 
the curled, reddish hairs of his right forearm. His skin itched. He fig- 
ured it to be nerves. He wished he’d combed his hair this morning, 
instead of leaving it in its usual chaos. 

“I suppose I can look forward to looking like hell pretty soon, 
too,” she said. “New member of the think tank, I suppose I’ll get all 
the late shifts, pouring over the tapes of this guy.” 

He tried and failed to imagine her neat hair and composed face 
looking like hell. “Hey, we’ll all be up late,” Larssen said. “If, that is, 
we aren’t — oh well, slut, I don’t know what I’m thinking. Forget it.” 
She smiled. “Tell me.” 

“It’s nothing. I’m just getting edgy.” 

“Might as well say what you think. That’s what think tanks are 
for, right? We have to get out the ideas, however weird they sound.” 
He shook his head, breathed in, breathed out, scratched his arm. 
“I just get this feeling.” 



I turned around 
and looked — and 
saw— my god! — 
that the ship had 
been ruined, in just 
that instant! I have 
no idea where 
Andrews went, in 
that moment — 
suddenly he was 
gone. And those 
pains — incredible 
pains in my head — 
as if I’d been torn 
apart and rammed 
back together. 
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“Spit it out, Kurt my man,” she said. “This feeling of what?” 

“I’m nervous, that’s all,” he said. 

“You were going to say more than that, a moment ago.” 

“Yeah, I was, and it’s stupid. It’s just a feeling of— running out. 
Sand out of the egg-timer, that kind of thing.” 

“Running out of time?” 

H e clenched his teeth, widened his lips, and 
scratched his arms again. “Shit. Yeah. I get the feeling 
that we’ve got to get a hold on this Jim-Ed problem 
soon. Otherwise we won’t be ready for — something. 
Whatever that something’s going to be. That’s what 
my bad feeling’s about. Something’s going to happen. 
This Jim-Ed is just a warning of something 
bad. Maybe not even a warning we were sup- 
posed to receive." 

She said nothing for a moment. “Well, 
maybe we are running out of time. If the 
director’s bringing more people into the 
think tank at this late stage, like me — well, it 
suggests to me the slightest bit of despera- 
tion.” Her smile softened the observation. 

He slumped farther in his chair, trying to 
relax. “Then maybe I’m not the only one feel- 
ing this way.” 

“Maybe not. So let’s get going with it.” She 
sat in the neighboring chair. Nothing about 
her looked out of place. Her hair fell so 
straight it looked weighted. The paleness of 
her cheeks had a powdery look. “Now, do I 
have this straight? This guy, Jim-Ed, is 
remembering new things each time he 
encounters something out of his past, right?” 

She passed her eyes over the equipment 
around them. “That’s a sign of progress, any- 
way, isn’t it?” 

Kurt nodded. “Mostly things out of Jim 
Springer’s past. And a little bit, weirdly, out 
of Ed Andrews’ past. Though he didn’t come 
up with any new memories when he met 
some of Andrews’ old flames.” 

“Never married?” 

“Not Ed Andrews. Jim Springer was, and 
he put a lot of stock in that marriage. 

Springer just about fell apart when the mar- 
riage did. Had something to do with his 
electing for the long-term manned missions. 

Wanted to get away. Almost kept him off the 
mission, too — his psych profile showed erratic moods, up and 
down. But he had it under control by the time real decisions were 
made about the crew. At least it looked that way. Even had a new 
love relationship.” 

“You’ve had Springer-Andrews meet that woman? The new one?" 
Kurt smiled ruefully. The observation screens cleared finally to 
show Buddy Springer’s work room, where Jim-Ed was going to 
meet Jim Springer's nephew. “We got them together. But the Jim 
Springer memories in the Andrews body exclude almost everything 
from recent years. They go back to before the divorce.” 

“So we must suppose one of two things,” Ginger said, sitting and 
leaning back in her chair. “Whatever caused Jim’s memories to go 
into Ed’s body must have transferred only early memories. Or else 
they transferred everything, and then purposely wiped recent 
stuff.” 

“So they would have taken out the newer, while leaving only the 
deeply rooted? Possibly. Another theory is that his memory is just 
cobbled together, with bits from both men, though mostly from 
Springer. Lately he’s been having these residual bursts of recent 
memory. That’s what really interests us. Like the image of the ship 
with the hole through it. He didn’t remember that before talking 



with his ex. That popped into his mind. And now that it’s there, it’s 
stuck in his attention. Apparently he keeps seeing that ship stand- 
ing next to the sulfur sea, with a hole blasted through. Can’t shake 
it, now that he has it.” 

“A motif rising out of his damaged mind? Something like a 
metaphor for his condition?” She raised an eyebrow. 

Kurt shook his head, frowning. “That’s a possibility, sure. But 
what if it’s literally true? What if what he remembers is what really 
happened? Have you been told about the ship itself? The one 
Springer-Andrews wrecked on re-entry?” 

Ginger smiled dubiously. “Heard a rumor or two. I’d like to know, 
of course — if for nothing else than to get a complete picture, since 
I’m in the think tank. But everyone so far has been pretty tight- 
lipped about that.” 

“I’m not surprised,” Kurt said. “You should 
know about it, though. It’s important. But it 
also isn’t much, what we do know. Mainly 
this: the ship that returned, the Lady Three, 
isn’t the same size as the one that went out.” 
“It’s different?” 

“It’s the same ship, by most standards of 
comparison. But it’s about a meter and a half 
shorter than the original.” 

“And not just because of the crash?” 

Kurt read disbelief in her smile. He waved 
aside the question. “You know that 
Andrews— his body — is a few centimeters 
shorter than before.” 

“Yes. He’s our real problem. Too short, 
wrong mind.” 

Kurt made a fist and shook it at nowhere 
and no one in particular. “Our real and 
damned peculiar problem is what he is." His 
voice went even higher than normal. 
“Anything else odd about the ship?” 
“Anomalies in the engine.” 

“Anomalies? What kind?” 

“Haven’t been told exactly, except that the 
thing has its regular rockets, which operate 
fine, and some kind of auxiliary engine that’s 
all fused to hell. The team doesn’t have it fig- 
ured out yet. Springer-Andrews has been 
assuming that it’s a gap in his memory that 
kept him from landing the ship correctly at 
Sands-15. Maybe it was. Maybe it wasn’t. The 
equipment was different. The ship was dif- 
ferent. He wasn’t flying the ship he thought 
he was. Pilot error would have been unavoid- 
able, even with computer assistance.” 

A motion on the screen caught his eye. “There they are.” He 
pointed. 

In the room being monitored, Buddy Springer entered first, a 
sandy-haired teen with freckles and a glint of enthusiasm in his eye. 
He walked with an awkward sharpness to his motions as if his body 
had outpaced his muscular fine-tuning. 

“Weird thing about Buddy, too,” Kurt said. “He pretty much 
accepts the idea that Jim-Ed is what he is — the body of one astro- 
naut with the mind of another — the mind of his Uncle Jim. He 
doesn’t trust Jim-Ed altogether, but the idea of one person’s mind 
being in someone else’s body doesn’t give him the creeps, like you 
might expect. An adaptable little bugger.” 

Ginger visibly started when Springer-Andrews entered the door 
and came into view of the cameras. 

“My god,” she said. 

“What’s the matter?” He glanced at Ginger and caught the pass- 
ing look of surprise in her eyes. “Oh, right. You haven’t seen him in 
person yet.” 

“Only in stills. I guess he doesn’t look all that weird, really. But 
that expression. You know what it makes me think of?” 



“The ship that 
returned, the Lady 
Three , isn’t the 
same size as the 
one that went out. 
It’s the same ship, 
by most standards 
of comparison. But 
it’s about a meter 
and a half shorter 
than the original... 
and Andrews — his 
body — is a few 
centimeters shorter 
than before.” 
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“You mean that half-smile? He looks like that almost all the time.” 
“He walked in the door and it was like looking at a walking doll. 
I mean, he looked just like a doll for a moment.” 

Kurt chuckled grimly at the break in her voice. “See? He’s under 
your skin already.” 

Fifty-two... 

On two shorter booms, imaging systems shifted into position. 
Video cameras remained on standby. Attached near the main drive, 
an antenna of four meters diameter tracked the sun by means of sun 
sensors. 

Fifty-Jive... 

Earth, target of the trickle of data, sat within degrees of the bril- 
liant star. 

Jason Probe 4 transmitted at 2295 mega- 
hertz, at a low rate of 30 bits per second. 

As of yet the multimillion-dollar robot had 
little to report during its allotted five seconds. 

One... 

Two... 

J im Springer looked around the 
room and felt a glow of recogni- 
tion. 

“You’ll remember this,” Buddy 
said, lifting a small model. His fin- 
gers had the pudginess of youth. 

“I’d just started on it, last time you were 
here.” 

The boy hesitated only a moment before 
offering it for a closer look. 

Jim took the model gingerly in his fingers. 

Buddy had made a scale version of the Mer- 
cury capsule Friendship 7, complete with 
retro and separation rockets beneath the 
heat-shield, and capped with the firetruck- 
red escape tower that looked like a leftover 
from early Goddard rocket experiments. Jim 
half suspected he could open the hatch to 
find a miniature John Glenn squeezed inside. 

“You did a beautiful job,” Jim said, 
amazed. 

“Not bad, huh? I patched it together out of 
the pieces of a couple other models I had 
hanging around, a smaller Gemini and 
another Mercury capsule that I screwed up 
on. But you haven’t seen this, ” Buddy said, 
leading to the work bench. “I’ve been at this 
since Dad went down to Rio a couple weeks ago. Like it?” He indi- 
cated a large model, half-complete, of the space shuttle’s nose, the 
top cut away to show the flight deck with its commander and pilot 
seats surrounded by finely painted control panels. 

“Wow,” Jim said. “Incredible detail.” He looked closely and 
admired the grooved seat-cushions, the toothpick-thin ladder that 
led down to the mid-deck, and the windows that met their fittings 
with precision. “How in the world are you making these pieces? 
Sure isn’t balsa wood.” 

“It’s plastic. Dad enrolled me in a new class at the tech school,” 
Buddy said with evident pride. “They have a class in programming 
for laser sintering. I’ve been making all the pieces there at the 
school. I figure out how to put in the dimensions of what I want, and 
the sintering machine forms the pieces on the basis of the program. 
I screwed up a lot but mostly now I’m doing pretty good.” 

“Pretty good? It’s amazing,” Jim said, shaking his head. “It makes 
me think of your grandfather. Did you know he had a toy business?” 
Buddy tilted his head, looking puzzled. “Your dad? He was in the 
shoe business. That’s what Dad says. You’re talking about Grandpa, 
aren’t you?” 

“That’s right,” Jim said, the image of his father’s workshop filling 



his mind. “He worked out of an isolated location, in the mountains, 
where he could be alone and work on scale models — a lot like what 
you’re doing, Buddy. Only he’d do whole rows of the same part, and 
make maybe a few hundred of the same model — and they’d be 
working models, Buddy, of ships and planes and helicopters, with 
little pilots in them— little pilots that could move, Buddy— and then 
he’d send them all off to market, the whole batch of them, usually 
under their own power — ” 

Jim’s head buzzed. He felt giddy. He tried to visualize exactly what 
his father looked like. A big man. Eyes that lit like candles at the 
very suggestion of playthings — serious playthings — playthings that 
could be inspected and appreciated by connoisseurs of such 
objects — objects of art, really — 

A big man, in a smooth, silky suit that 
rushed to his thick ankles, with a face 
that— a face that— 

“You OK, Uncle Jim?" Buddy said. 

The edges of Jim’s vision blackened. He 
saw the medics rush into the room, reach- 
ing to grab him as he fell. 

Superimposed over the medics he saw 
the horizon, nothing more than a rocky 
crag, glittering with strange, fragile, orange- 
reflecting crystals that splintered and pow- 
dered under foot; and atop the crag he saw 
a man standing in a white environmental 
suit, encased head to toe in molded alu- 
minum and plastic. 

The man on the horizon staggered. 

The man had a hole blasted through his 
torso. 

Twenty-three. . . 

Tiventy-four... 

With a change in readings from the mass 
detectors on Jason Probe 4, video cameras 
swiveled into place and recorded the arrival 
of the probe’s first discovery. Data from the 
scientific boom showed it to be a small- 
diameter object, less then two kilometers 
at its widest, of dark rocky material. 

Jason Probe 4 continued transmitting at 
2295 megahertz, increasing wattage enough 
to send data earthward at 140 bits per sec- 
ond. The object warranted no course 
change. 

The robot sought larger objects, of diam- 
eters measuring hundreds to thousands of 
kilometers. The outer planets of the Solar System. They would be 
here. Somewhere. 

The instruments on the scientific boom settled into their next 55- 
second sleep. 

One... 

Tivo... 

“I DON’T LIKE THIS," GINGER SAID. 

“He’ll be all right,” Kurt said, watching the medics cany Springer- 
Andrews on a stretcher. 

“Not that. I don’t mean that. Think about what he was saying.” 
Lines formed around her mouth when she frowned. 

“About his father?” Kurt scratched his head. “We know his dad 
wasn’t in the toy business. The kid was right. Jim’s father worked 
in a shoe factory.” 

“So you think it’s another case of mixed-up memories? But 
Andrews’ father — he wasn’t in the toy business, either.” 

“Then maybe Springer’s dad made models as a hobby, like Buddy 
does. We’ll have to make another call down to Rio to Buddy’s dad, 
to find out.” 

“I don’t think that will matter,” Ginger said, a haunted expression 
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settling over her face. “I don’t think it matters if he did.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I’m having an awful thought,” Ginger said. “But— I don’t know. 
It’s just too — ” She stopped and shook her head. 

Kurt leaned forward, putting his elbows on the edge of the con- 
sole. He stared at the observation screens. Blank, they seemed 
about as informative as ever. He realized a moment too late that his 
fingers were unconsciously raking his arms. 

“Yeah, well,” he said, balling his fists to get them under control. 
“We’re all having awful thoughts, and everything we think is too 
weird to be true. And more and more stuff turns up, and all of it’s 
weird. Like that stuff from the ship log. How do we interpret that? 
If we believe what it says, then Lady Three went the 'ivrong way at 
first. Away from Earth. Or that stuff from Jason Probe, that con- 
firms it, but also indicates that Lady Three wasn’t alone when it 
headed the wrong way. There’s all kinds of unaccounted-for mass 
that pops into existence and then disappears again— right before 
Jason Probe registers the small mass headed earthward that we’ve 
figured out has to be Lady Three. I mean, how much weirder is it 
going to get?” 

Ginger bit her lower lip. “Play the end of that tape, the part just 
now when Jim-Ed was talking to Buddy.” 

Two screens lit to life under Kurt’s ministrations and showed dif- 
ferent angles of the faintly smiling face of the enigma as he said, “Lit- 
tle pilots that could move, Buddy.” 

Thirty-six... 

Thirty-seven... 

Levers jiggled within the forward mass detectors. Instruments 
kicked into life. Cameras homed in on an area of tantalizing dark- 
ness. Infrared spectrometers pulled in telltale data 

Out of range of any instruments but the forward detectors, a clus- 
ter of quantum black holes through space congealed from the vac- 
uum. 

A dozen objects moved in formation, followed by several dozen 
more group formations, flitting past Jason Probe 4. They acceler- 
ated toward a part of the celestial sphere close to Jason Probe 4's 
reference star in the Perseids. 

Three seconds after the onset of perturbations, the mass read- 
ings ended abruptly. 

All the objects, save one that had missed the transition window 
to the singularity-jump and now wandered aimlessly in the far dis- 
tance, vanished. 

Jason Probe 4 monitored the sector for 30 seconds more. 

It sent the puzzling gravitational data and unrevealing digital 
imagery earthward, boosting its transmission from S-Band’s 2295 to 
X-Band’s 8418 megahertz and shunting the data at 6,000 bits per sec- 
ond. 

Then slept again. 

One... 

Tivo... 

J IM CONJURED UP THE WORKSHOP IN HIS MIND. HE REMEM- 
bered exactly how Father had looked in that isolated house 
the man had so loved. 

Father moved among his creations with a light-footed step 
as if the simple proximity of Iris models and toys brought 
him irrepressible joy. He turned to Jim as he entered. 

Jim, walking in the front door, wore a suit that covered him head 
to toe, airtight and incapable of taking in the sounds of anything 
Father said. He could see the big toymaker through the transparent 
face-plate. Father looked delighted. Jim had known he would like 
this suit. It looked perfect on him. 

Father clasped his hands together— large, heavy, wrinkled hands, 
as wide across as Jim was tall. The toymaker, standing, stretched 
to the top of what originally must have been a vast cavern in the 
rock of the moon. Toys littered shelves to each side. 

He clapped his hands again, and said, in Jim’s imagination, since 
he could do no more than try to read the massive lips, “Jim! It’s 



wonderful! Can I have the idea? Can I touch you?” 

Jim made no reply. He had known what a surprise this would be 
for Father. Not only this suit, and this body shape — but another 
body in a suit, that could be patched together with this one— and 
then a ship — so perfect! Father had been searching for something 
new. And Jim had found these on the surface of the moon, while 
playing. 

Now he was one. He ivas a being named Jim. He was just as good 
a toymaker. 

Father reached down to put a heavy, flat-tipped finger on Jim’s 
helmet. Immediately feelings of warmth and pleasure surged 
through him. His mind fled through the years. Alien memories 
flocked around him, insistent as hungry gulls. He found himself sit- 
ting on a block of rock overlooking the ocean, feeling the cool 
breeze off the waves. He expanded his lungs with joy. Sea-scent 
filled the air. He spoke to a young woman, a young Anne, a lovely 
Anne, an irresistible Anne. His voice started and stopped and 
wavered as he tried to say the simplest words: “Will you be mine for- 
ever, Anne? Will you marry me?” 

“Oh, yes, yes, Jim. Yes,” Father said in the distance. “It’s perfect! 
It’s wonderful!” 

They sat kissing and holding hands on the rocks while the gulls 
hovered in the wind and while he lost sensation through the rest of 
his being. Only faintly, faintly, did he feel the trickle of information 
and memory and sensation and emotion seeping slowly away, like 
sand from a shattered hourglass, like sand pulled off a deep-water 
ledge by offshore currents, like sand dropped into the coldness of 
an oceanic trench, to the floor of a vast sea, or to a waiting storage 
cell, to a stoppered glass, to a pattern-form, to a mold, like sand out 
of his uselessly clenching hand escaping and falling and then falling 
more, away and away, like sand that became a hundred Jims in a 
hundred ships, all alike, spinning, spurting light and swallowing 
diadems of singularity-convection and jumping across the void to 
another star, another planet, another market, far, far away. 

A bit of the one alien, a bit of the other, and a sprinkling of this — 
the personality of the young, aspiring toymaker who discovered 
these movable baubles— to make it just so: 

“They’ll love you,” Father said. “They’ll absolutely love you.” 

Fifty-two... 

Fifty-three... 

Jason Probe 4's equipment registered nothing as the message 
passed sunward from the direction of the Perseids. 

Had Jason Probe carried some incomprehensibly infallible device 
for receiving and translating messages out of unknown tongues, it 
might have registered words along these lines, to pass digitally back 
to Earth: 

Send more. Send more. Send more. Send more. 

As it was, Jason Probe 4's instruments slept. 

Fifty- four... 

Fifty-five... 

When the ultraviolet spectrometer, infrared spectrometer, 
radiometer, forward mass detectors, and low and high-field mag- 
netometers woke from their 55-second sleep, what they detected — 
— as usual — 

—the message having irrevocably sped past— 
was nothing out of the ordinary. 

They clicked off, and slept again. 

One... 

Two... 

“Will you be mine forever?” 

Jim asked this in the darkness, his voice wavering and breaking 
as he rolled over in his sleep, as he tossed in the back of the med- 
ical van, as he sank through layers of unconsciousness in a vehicle 
on a roadside in a city on a continent on a planet called Earth— a 
ball of rock and sea and mist rolling through space: young, lovely, 
and irresistible. 

The asking place. □ 
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T IS A TYPICAL AMERICAN BAR, COMPLETE 
with rotating plastic signs that adver- 
tise beer, and a long row of tall wooden 
chairs with uncomfortable backs and 
unsteady legs. 

A real bartender — a corps member, of 
course — stands ready as we order two drafts 
and two hamburgers. Bottles of available 
beers line a shelf behind the bar, a large mir- 
ror covers much of the wall. An etching of 
Moby Dick covers the lower right corner of 
the mirror, the water from the great whale’s 
spout arching out to cover the bottom third 
of the mirror, blurring our reflections. 

In the next room, four pool tables are busy, 
the click of the balls audible between songs 
from the old jukebox in the corner. The 
machine plays tunes from another world, 
times from home. 

It is, somehow, not surprising that the 
S’hudonni would construct such a place for 
their Americans so many light years from 
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Earth had been conquered by the S’hudonni, 
and its peoples enslaved. But there was still 
hope, as long as we could count on the — 
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home. S’hudonni vidviews could produce impeccable ersatz per- 
formances of the music represented on the jukebox, some null 
hoists would be far more comfortable than the clumsy tail stools, 
and a full wall panel of a scene from any of the Ten Worlds would 
be more entertaining than the old etched mirror. 

But that isn’t what this bar’s patrons need. The last thing these 
Americans need is more proof of the miracles of S’hudonni tech- 
nology. They know full well what S’hudon can do. They also know 
what it can’t, that’s why they have come so far. 

What’s wanted here is a slight slice of home, a home the way the 
Jokes would like to remember it from some better memory, some 
better past. And so the S’hudonni have coloured that up for them. 



It is all more real than reality. The bee, and the food is far better 
than anything available back home these days. The traders of Impe- 
rial S’hudon can be most beneficent when they choose. 

Peter mcEwan has his right foot resting on the long brass 
rail that runs the length of the bar. He leans over the top of the bar 
at a slight forward angle, so that his right elbow rests on the bar to 
support the lean. It is a leader’s practiced pose, just casual enough. 

He is thinner than you would suppose from his holos or flat pho- 
tos, and grayer. The famous red hair has thinned too, and he looks 
older than his reported 40 years. 

Still, the blue eyes penetrate with the famous steady stare, and his 
words have the same thoughtful tone they held when he first led the 
troops toward the stars. 

This is, he tells me, the first interview he’s done with the media 
from the home world in some seven years, since not long after he 
left. He’s been hard to catch up with since. The Amcorps has been 
busy. I’ve been lucky to catch him at base. 

I find as we talk that he is well aware of the nearly mystical 
regard in which he is held back home but doesn’t think much of 
it. He smiles as I mention it, chuckles lightly, shakes his head in 
wry skepticism. He asks me of the latest changes at home and I 
tell him of the way things are, the new order, the prosperity that 
some few enjoy, the poverty of most others. I try to be honest, but 
I have to be careful. It doesn’t take much to end up in a re-educa- 
tion camp. 

He smiles slightly at what I say, nods his head a bit from time to 
time. Says nothing. 

I want to know his whole story, from the very beginning, that’s 
why I’m here, to write the book that America has been waiting for 
for years. I have come light years, spent months on a S’hudonni 
freighter, for this interview. 

I nish in with questions. But he raises his hand, slows me down. 
“We’re in no hurry,” he says. “We have weeks if we need them. 
There’s nothing out there that looks pressing, and the men have 
earned the rest.” 

There was a rebellion on a small, insignificant little piece of prop- 
erty on Downtone, he explains. An island there thought it could 
break away from the Empire and go its own way, thought it was so 
small the S’hudonni would ignore it. 

But S’hudon doesn’t ignore, and the Amcorps was sent in to dis- 
suade the rebels, put down the trouble. The Americans were right 
for the job and did it. That simple, he says. 

Then he frowns and adds “Well, almost that simple. The leaders 
of the movement, a few hundred of them, had moved into the caves 
that line the northern shore of the place. You’ve seen Lineal pot- 
tery?” I nodded. “Well, that’s where it comes from, and the clay is 
found in those caves, so the S’hudonni couldn’t just blast away, they 
needed us.” 



He slowly shakes his head. “And that meant digging them out of 
the caves, one by one, without messing up the clay too much. A lot 
of it wound up being hand-to-hand. Nasty business. 

He holds up his right hand, holds it out to me, palm up. “I killed 
three of those Downtone rebels with this hand two days ago. Two 
of them wit h a knife, one just this hand on a windpipe, choking. Do 
you have any idea what that’s like?” 

I shake my head. 

He smiles. “Like eveiyone else on the Ten Worlds, they’ve been 
high-tech so long they’ve lost any real fighting skills. The killing was 
easy." 

Too easy, I think he means to say, and I have the nerve to ask that 
question: “So it felt too much like 
a slaughter? Is that what you’re 
saying?” 

He smiles again. Nods slightly. 
“Yes, I suppose so. A slaughter. 
But it was a job, and we did it. 
That’s that.” 

The locals lost a few hundred 
killed before giving up, and the Amcorps lost three. That doesn’t 
sound like many, but they were, he tells me, good soldiers. The 
woman was their best medic. 

I tell him that’s why the S’hudonni brought me here to write this 
book. Earth’s benefactois hope that word on the media nets of what 
McEwan and his Americans have done will bring in new recruits, 
allow him to build the Amcorps’ numbers back up. 

His smile grows tired at that comment. He looks up toward the 
ceiling thoughtfully and seems to compose his thoughts as I click 
on the S’hudonni corder and ask him more patiently to tell, for the 
record, how it all began. 

I look up, too, and the two of us spend a moment watching plas- 
tic Clydesdales circle an incandescent tiny sim. 

He looks at me. He sighs, begins: 

II 

I WAS A BODYGUARD. OR A TOUR GUIDE, TAKE YOUR PICK. AND I WAS 
listening to my two clients tell American jokes, the kind that ask 
how many Americans it takes to change a tire or unscrew a light 
bulb — you know how the S’hudonni like that kind of humor. 

The jokes were hard to understand, even though they were speak- 
ing English for my sake. Their filters blurred those sibilant accents 
so much that unless they spoke slowly, I missed the punchlines. 

But it didn’t really matter. I’d heard all the jokes before. Listen- 
ing to S’hudonni diplomats tell American jokes while we sat at 
quaint little American bars in shabby little American towns was a 
part of the job. 

And it was a job I was lucky to have. Most of us didn’t have work 
that paid back then, especially ex-military. We were the losers, 
remember? 

Most of us, back then, foraged through the wreckage of what had 
been and tried to keep it all going for one more day, hoping that the 
promises of a better future weren’t all lies. It was a hard time for 
most people. 

But not for me. I’d been found, pulled from the rubble of society 
by one those screamships that we’d all learned to hate. It was a 
great white whale of a thing. Plucked me right off the deck of a 
sailing ship — I know, I know, very romantic. You probably thought 
that little story isn’t true. But it is, it happened. 

The old Yankee Clipper, you see, was hard for them to detect. It 
took us awhile to realize that during the Two-Month War, how the 
only way to beat them was low-tech. But those of us who did went 
for it as much as we could. Had no choice, really. Communications 
were shot by then, and we were on our own, with orders weeks old 
and no way for anyone to change them. It was a real throwback 
from all the toys we’d thought would win it all for us. Imagine. 

So it was the wooden clipper and hand-to-hand, with a minimum 
of gunfire, no energy weapons at all, and no radios. And for a while 
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there we were successful. We took out three of those com towers, 
the ones that set up that initial comnet worldwide. Two of the 
towers had been on the Florida coast, the other just across the way 
in Cuba. 

Rubber dinghies, garrotes and cutlasses. Regular pirates we were. 
We found out how nasty, how personal, that kind of fighting is. Did 
you know that if you slice a S’hudonni just down from the dorsal fin 
you can reach the heart in one stroke? Did you know that they can’t 
stand pain, they’ll tell you anything to keep you from hurting them? 

We found out those sort of things, but then the war was over and 
we didn’t know what to do. A few of the crew wanted to keep on 
fighting, most wanted to go home. We slipped into the mangroves of 
Florida Bay, hid out there in the mosquitoes and the heat while we 
thought about it, and then split up. Those with honor surrendered. 

It was over. Done. All of it. We turned in our blades and the 
S’hudonni let us go, I didn’t know why. I just took the clipper and 
headed south. With seven of the crew still with me, we headed for 
the Leewards, thinking it might be a little better there, a little freer. 

We were just west of St. Kitts, pre-dawn. There was a tropical 
depression building out in the Atlantic so we rolled through deep 
troughs. I was off-watch, should have been sleeping but couldn’t. I 
was up on deck, in the hammock, watching the stars. We thought 
we’d pull into Nevis for supplies, stay there if the storm kept build- 
ing. I’d been there years before 
and liked the place. 

I was thinking of that, of the 
islands as they’d been back when 
we ran things, before it all 
changed, when I noticed the stars 
were gone. 

There was no sound, no great 
overwhelming scream of power and fear like I’d heard before when 
I’d seen those screamships. This time there was just that huge shape 
blotting out the stars, and a loud hum that was suddenly nothing as 
the screamship threw a stasis field on me and yanked me out of there. 

That’s how it happened, that’s how I was recruited, right off the 
deck. My work had impressed them, they said. They had use for 
someone like me, they said, if I could learn to work for them, if I 
could be trusted. 

I was one of hundreds they’d yanked from all sorts of places. 
They’d watched us closely as they toyed with us in the war. The 
ones that did well against them they pulled in and talked to. Some 
were offered jobs working for the new bosses. Corporate takeover, 
that’s how they saw it. 

So, one day I’d been contemplating life in the islands, and the 
next I had a job offer from the old enemy. Two months later I was 
back in the States, noticing the changes and dealing with all the 
input the S’hudonni had force-fed me, starting with the clicks and 
whistles of their language. 

S’hudon was in film control, the Reorganization was well under- 
way, and I was hired to show the new masters around. 

The S’hudonni don’t like to get their hands dirty, you know, that’s 
what machines are for. Machines and people like us, colonials will- 
ing to work for them. Hell, ask the Brits about that, they helped per- 
fect the practice in the old glory days, and signed on right away 
when S’hudon offered them their empire renewed. 

So I had a way to earn my keep. All I had to do was show a few 
of the new lords of the manor around their colonial property, keep 
an eye on them, watch out for trouble. 

Simple enough. But risky, too. There was a lot of trouble to watch 
out for in those days. I was thinking of that as me and my diplo- 
mats sat around the glass-topped table at the little beach bar on the 
Gulf, in the Confederated District of Florida, and I listened to tired, 
old American jokes. A lot of trouble. 

Resentment still ran high, and while I figured things would settle 
down as the S’hudonni brought their promised prosperity to us all, 
that calm was a ways off. From where I sat, it looked pretty bad for 
the immediate future— bad and dangerous. The types who were 
busy getting even with the new bosses weren’t going to listen to my 



explanations of why I was showing the S’hudonni around. 

I couldn’t have explained it well anyway. I really didn’t question 
the morality of it, I didn’t think of myself as a quisling supporter of 
the S’hudonni occupiers or anything like that. I’d fought them, and 
pretty damn well, considering. Now that was over, and I just faced 
reality, did my job, even smiled nicely at the jokes. It kept me going. 

Those two particular S’hudonni weren’t too bad anyway. Most 
S’hudonni run to fat, their white, pasty skin sweating that awful low- 
tide stench while they joke and shove the raw food down those wide, 
lipless mouths. From our perspective they aren’t a pretty people. 

But those two were a pleasant change from the norm. They were 
relatively fit, relatively well-mannered young diplomats on a two- 
week tour of the once-proud States. Jokes aside, they weren’t too 
hai’d to take. I damn near liked them after five straight days of travel, 
running down the East Coast from what’s left of D.C. to our little 
Gulf Coast bar. 

They were barking delightedly at their latest joke, the old one 
they all like so much about the Statue of Liberty and where her 
torch has been placed, when I sensed something, a movement, a 
vibration of imminent danger. Senses heightened, I paid attention 
to what I’d felt. 

There, up near the door where the old pre-Landing wooden sign 
still read “Hurricane Restaurant,” I could see, out of the comer of 



my eye, the barrel of a pistol, moving slightly, aiming. 

I didn’t have time to think, I just pushed at our table to knock my 
two S’hudonni back, and the bullet passed the lower right side of 
the head of one of them, just missing the thick, steeply sloped shoul- 
ders before cracking into the railroad ties that served as a retain- 
ing wall back behind our table. 

Thinking there might be more of them, I dove down to join the 
diplomats and then we scrambled around the retaining wall. There 
were dying plants set atop it, just like the old days. The plants were 
crawling with chameleons. I wished for a moment that I could melt 
into the foliage the way the lizards did, accommodating themselves 
to the way things were at any given time. 

But I couldn’t change, nor could my two young diplomats. We’d 
have to fight our way out of it as we were. 

I pulled the stasprod that the S’hudonni had given me from the 
small of my back where my elastic waistband kept it in place. All it 
could do was immobilize, and we had to be close to do even that, 
but it was all we had. The S’hudonni think personal violence is 
unethical, so they use people like us for that. I never tried to argue 
the logic of how death from one of those screamships was all right 
and death up close was not — you don’t argue with the S’hudonni. 

So things were as they were, with us hiding behind the wall and 
hoping it was over but figuring it wasn’t. My two S’hudonni still had 
that perpetual half-smile on their faces, but their sibilant whispers 
through their filters made clear to me how worried they were. 

“Terrorisstss,” the one said to me, and his companion echoed the 
thought behind him.“Yes,” I said, “terrorists.” If being stupid and 
envious and hungry was what made terrorists, then, like a lot of 
Americans in those days, the people after us were terrorists. 

My two diplomats whispered to each other, then one of them 
turned to whisper to me. “We have called for a ssscreamship,” he 
said. “It may take a few minutess, however, for the nearesst one to 
reach us." 

I just nodded. They were calling in the cavalry through their 
implant links. A screamship would be here in a few minutes, and 
when that thing arrived this little fracas would be over. Screamships 
could annihilate anything they could find. I had seen their firepower 
too many times during the Two-Month War. 
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In the first week of that war, I was on a destroyer escort in the 
Gulf of Mexico as our 10-ship task force headed toward the com 
towere off from Galveston. We were supposed to blow those tow- 
ers out of the water, and had a carrier and its escorts to do it. 

We were still 100 miles out when a high-pitched scream cut 
through the nimble of our engines and, suddenly, there it was, a 
great huge tiling hovering over the carrier. There was a glow, a beam 
that flared down, then constricted, seemed to focus, and the earner 
blew. 

There was no sound at first, just that bright glowing, and then the 
beam snapped off and the unleashed concussion rolled over two 
miles of water to hit us. 

Ship to ship it went that way, one after the other disappearing 



into that bottled burning chaos while the rest of us tried to turn tail 
and run. Three ships got away. For whatever the reason, it let us go. 
We figured we were meant to pass on the message, which we did. 

That was when we went low-tech and started to have a little suc- 
cess here and there, but it was a mosquito biting an elephant. When 
the surrender came, most of us were glad of it. 

But not all. Some went into the hills and swamps. Some were still 
trying to win a lost war. 

It was those kinds of losers, the ones who didn’t know when it 
was over, that we’d bumped into there at that little beach bar. 

I heard shouts. Voices were yelling back and forth saying, “Move 
in, move in,” and “Don’t let ’em get over to that damn car.” 

The shouts made me nervous. The S’hudonni nullcar we’d been 
traveling in was on the beach, half in the water, a good 200 yards 
away. We’d have to get to it and its impenetrable safety in a hurry 
if those shouts meant there were as many out there against us as I 
feared. 

I told my two diplomats to follow along, and then stalled edging 
out toward the street. We’d have to make a run for it and try to reach 
cover across the street behind a ruined beach house that 
sat there. 

Pushing the two S’hudonni ahead of me, and then coming along 
behind them, I ran for the shack. I heard two shots fired and thought 
perhaps one of the slugs might have kicked up sand on the far shoul- 
der of the road as we crossed it, but then we were there. The 
S’hudonni looked clumsy as they waddled hurriedly across, but they 
were inspired by events to make good time despite their short legs 
and so, breathing hard, we made it. 

It had been a half-hour, no more, since sunset. My two clients had 
admired the reddish hue of the sun as it had hissed into the Gulf. It 
had reminded them of home. Now, in the twilight, we crouched 
behind the ruined concrete-block walls of the beach house and 
debated whether the slowly gathering darkness was enough to hide 
us if we tried to make it down the beach to the nullcar. 

I thought not, not with my diplomats’ white skin providing such 
a good target against the still pink horizon line. I told them instead 
to try and wait it out for a bit. 

I tried to calm them down. If I read the look in their small, dark 
eyes correctly, they were near panic after that dash across the 
street. Cautiously, I raised my head to take a look over toward 
where I suspected the trouble lay. 

A loud rattle of gunfire answered my look, and the top of the wall 
seemed to explode in my face, concrete shards flying. I yelled, 
grabbed my face in my hands, and fell back behind the wall. I could 
feel the blood but felt no pain, not yet. 

I looked over at my two diplomats. One of them said shakily, “The 
sscreamship says it will be another seven minutes.” 

The other diplomat had found a wide crack in the retaining wall 



and cautiously looked through it. 

“They have a sscreamer,” he said. “They are setting it up now.” 

Great. It was getting worse by the second. A stolen S’hudonni 
screamer would leave the three of us dead as soon as they aimed it 
even generally in our direction. 

I decided that we’d have to make a run for it, tiy to scramble our 
way to the nullcar and hope for the best. 

I looked at the diplomats and stalled to explain, but they both 
shook their heads, and one of them smiled. “We are protected 
against the screamer. It can’t harm us. If you get between us you 
may be protected, as well. But hurry.” 

So I moved between them and just damn ducked. Some great 
bodyguard I was, eh? 

A moment later there was a 
nimble that became a roar and 
then a high-pitched scream that 
seemed to go on forever, me hud- 
dled there between those bulky 
S’hudonni, they trying to cover 
my head with those stubby arms. 
It didn’t block it completely, I 
blacked out. And when I came to, the bad guys were there, stand- 
ing over us, chuckling. 

For a moment, I was just glad to be alive. I’ve seen what a 
screamer can do to an unprotected man. 

But our situation, let’s face it, wasn’t great, and it was my fault. 

A voice told me to stand up slowly and carefully, without that 
stasprod, or die where I lay.. I stood. 

There were seven or eight of them, dressed in blue jeans and cow- 
boy boots and baseball caps and no shirts — standard issue for your 
typical Florida District terrorist. They each held a weapon of one 
sort or another, and they looked mean. Their spokesman, a shorter, 
fatter one, had managed to maintain his gut despite the scarcity of 
the times. He finally spoke to me. 

“Well, we finally caught us some S’hudonni,” he said, “and you 
with ’em." He spat, “Fuckin’ traitor,” he said. “What’d they offer you, 
anyhow?" He spat again, “Goddamn it. Hard to believe what some 
people’ll do.” 

I couldn’t see his face clearly in the shadows, but I didn’t need to. 
I knew what he was. He was one of the pickup truck-driving red- 
necked louts who’d been bad before the Collapse and were down- 
right deadly after it. He fancied himself a patriot. In another situa- 
tion, I would have felt sorry for him. 

But I said nothing. 

“This country was doin’ just fine ’til guys like you messed it up,” 
he said, waving the gun for emphasis. “We had it all goin’ for us. But 
then guys like you sold us out to them damn S’hudonni and it all 
went to hell.” And then he spat, dramatically, to make his point, the 
spittle hitting me in the chest. 

Still, I said nothing. His version of recent history wasn’t mine. The 
S’hudonni hadn’t done anything to us that we hadn’t done to a lot 
of others, I wanted to tell him. It was the way things worked, that’s 
all. You expand, you find a market, you restructure things to suit 
your needs. Keep the expenses down and the profit margin up, that 
was all. Exploitation. World class. 

And now the new had replaced the old and it was our turn to envy, 
to hate. Pax S’hudonni. 

“I don’t understand guys like you,” he said to me, pushing me in 
the chest with his free left hand, the right hand hanging loosely onto 
the gun. “But then I don’t hafta’ understand you to kill you, do I? All 
I gotta’ do is pull this trigger.” 

And he smiled, a slow deadly grin that held stories of what he’d 
gone through since the first landings, of what he’d been and what 
he was now. 

He was, I thought, about to squeeze when there came a distant 
low rumble that rapidly grew to a roar and then a scream as a glow- 
ing white huge whale-shaped thing came from nowhere to drift over 
our heads and then grow suddenly, deafeningly silent — a 
screamship. 
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So, we were saved. They wouldn’t harm us knowing what retri- 
bution that thing above us all could bring. 

The diplomat next to me whistled and double-clicked. He was 
telling me in S'hudonni that the screamship couldn’t act with all of 
us this close together. I had to spread things out somehow and then 
it could take care of things. 

“Jesus, Bobby,” one of the guys said to the leader, “this guy even 
speaks their language. Sonofabitch,” and he came over toward me, 
about to deck me with the butt of his rifle. 

I didn’t have much time to think about it, I just let him start in with 
the blow and then got busy, side-stepping his swing and pulling the 
weapon through while turning to take a quick throat punch at the 
guy next to me. 

It was all in slow motion, like it gets in those circumstances, me 
taking them on and the guy with the pistol aimed at me starting to 
fire away and all hell breaking loose. 

The gun fired, thunderously close. The slug missed my chest where 
it had been aimed and caught me instead on the right hip, spinning 
me around and then down onto the sand and shattered concrete. 

Not enough, I thought, not quite enough. I hadn’t been able to get 
the job done, get the guys scattered enough for the screamship — 
the events all taking place at a time-slowed pace that held each frac- 
tion of a second out for me to see in full detail — the grains of sand, 
the gritty concrete shards, the echoing violence of the shot, the 
smell of it acrid in the air. 

I hadn’t been able to stop these 
guys, do my job. I remember 
realizing it all rather sadly, wish- 
ing it were different, wishing I 
had been able to do what was 
needed, expected of me. 

Then, tiredly, I rolled over on 
my left hip and tried to stand. That seemed important to me some- 
how. But the guy pushed me hard, back onto the pavement, kicking 
at me to send me sprawling. 

“Damn S’hudonni,” I heard him say, and I knew the finger was 
tightening on the trigger again and it was too late and I was too tired 
and it was all going to end. 

I tried to focus, found it difficult, but then kicked, hard, and man- 
aged to sweep the guy’s feet out from under him. He fell and rolled 
back, dropping the pistol. Dreamily, I reached over and grabbed it, 
rolled once and sat up, cocking and firing, taking general aim first 
at him and then at the other guy near me, and then, wildly, at the oth- 
ers, who scattered to take cover. 

That was all the screamship needed. It killed all but the two right 
near me in a single instant of terror. They died where they stood, 
becoming smoldering mounds of blackened, burned meat that served 
as reminders of what they had been and what they had tried to do. 

They had tried to hurt two S’hudonni, that’s what they had tried 
to do. They had tried to get even, to fight back against the S’hudonni 
oppression they hated so much. 

And so they died in the merest fraction of a thought. Only those 
two near me, protected by that nearness from the full power of the 
ship, lived long enough to realize what had happened. 

The one nearest me, the guy who’d held the gun and tried to 
kill me, lived the longest. 

Wounded, dying, he looked at me, his eyes oddly clear. 

“Why?” he asked me. 

I didn’t have an answer. 

“Them damn ships,” he said then, and died, leaving me alone with 
the death, and the beach, and the darkening ocean. 

I looked up to see the ship, hovering there a few hundred feet 
overhead. 

They look for all the world like a cartoon version of Moby Dick. 
Great, huge white things patterned after the S’hudonni themselves. 
Technology mimicking nature, a friend described them to me some 
years later after a bloody victory on a distant world while she and 
I waited for one of the ships to arrive and save her from the bleed- 



ing death that stalked her. It didn’t arrive in time. 

I rose to my knees, shakily stood. 

My two clients came to stand near me. Their half-smiles seemed 
almost genuine as they waddled up to me. 

“The sship has thanked you,” one of them said. “Your actionss 
ssaved our fives.” 

I nodded. The smell was awful, unbearable. I turned away and 
vomited, ending with a dry gag and a great deal of pain. My hip was 
throbbing now, pounding away at me. 

“The ship sayss there are planss for you,” the other diplomat said, 
hissing at me through that glistening, tight-skinned smile of theirs. 
“The ship sayss S’hudon needs you.” 

And all I could do was smile, and shake my head, and then sit 
clumsily down. The ship did the rest, bringing me on board and 
patching me up and helping me start the hunt for others like me, 
others who could do what I could do. 

They do need us, you know. You can’t win every battle with a 
screamship, some things require close, hands-on attention. 

We’re capable, and we’re willing. 

And in return we get our, what, glory? I guess so, though I think 
most of us now just see it as a job. It takes care of a lot of families 
back home. 

We come from a proud tradition, I tell the group. The Ghurkas, the 
Black Watch, the Iroquois and dozens more like them. All were will- 



ing, like us, to work for their colonial masters. After a while, it even 
seems like the right thing to do. We take a certain pride in our suc- 
cesses, and they take care of us extremely well. It’s not a bad fife. 

We have a name. We take great pride in it. It means a lot to us, I 
tell the S’hudonni. They don’t get the humor, but then they’re on 
top right now, so of course they wouldn’t. Still, I bet there are some 
of them sitting at little restaurants by the sea right now, telling sto- 
ries and smiling those permanent smiles. 

We get the humor. We understand. 

We call ourselves the American Jokes. 

Ill 

He sits back and smiles, picks up his beer and takes a long 
swallow. 

“And now you’re famous in all the Ten. The Jokes are the strong 
right arm of the S’hudonni Mercantile Empire,” I say. 

“And now we’re famous,” he agrees. 

“Do you ever think of coming home?” I ask. There is a certain del- 
icacy to this question, a lot of unspoken questions being raised. 
There are a lot of us back home who see the importance of the 
Jokes and wonder if they couldn’t be used, bartered, to give us back 
our independence. If the Jokes came home. If the Jokes refused to 
fight. If the Jokes, God help us, use what they’ve learned to fight for 
us. Well, who knows? 

He clearly senses what I’m thinking. He knows nothing about me, 
really, but the implications are pregnant. I’ve told him about home, 
I’ve hinted about what is, what could be. 

“Look,” he says, “the Jokes are the best fighting unit the S’hudonni 
have, bar none. We know it. They know it. We have the equipment, 
the men, the skill....” 

He sits back, silent for a moment, lost in thought. 

“And?” 

“And,” he says at last, “maybe, one of these days, it will be time 
for the Jokes to come home.” 

1 smile. He grins and buys me the next round of beer. It’s good 
beer. We clink the mugs and toast the future. □ 



fW hey died where they stood, becoming smoldering 
A. mounds of blackened, burned meat that served as 
reminders of what they had tried to do. 
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The choices that we make seem so terribly important to us. . . 
until the day we realize that perhaps there is no such thing as choice after all. 



Understanding 

Entropy 




BY BARRY N. MALZBERG 
Illustration by Janet Aulisio 



So I go to Martin Donner’s 
bedside in the room they have 
staked out for him in Florida, 
and I ask him the crucial ques- 
tion: If you had known? I say, 

if you had known that it would end this way, 
that you would be dying of a hundred 
wounds, of the tuberculosis, of the pneumo- 
cystitis, of the parasites and the kidney 
breakdown and the hepatitis, the jaundice, 
the venerium and the shattering of the pan- 
creas, if you had known that five years after 
the positive diagnosis and three years after 
the first episode of the pneumonia you 
would be lying here, 82 pounds, filled with 
morphine which does not work anymore— 
oh, nothing works but that isn’t quite the 
point, is it, they are trying — with your lover 
and your daughters and your wife and the 
doctors circling in the outer room and com- 
ing in now and then to inspect your reeking 
corpus, some of them weeping, others tak- 
ing your pulse and monitoring your breath- 
ing: if you had known this 15 years ago, 
Martin Donner, if you had known everything 
that would happen to you and that it would 
end this way, would you have left your wife 
and children to their lives and your history 
and gone out to Fire Island, Cherry Groves, 
the baths and the bathhouses and the quick 
and the scuffled, the long and the grievous 
affairs full time, no longer sneaking it 
around? Would you if you had known? Or 
would you have stayed in your marriage in 
the suburbs, Martin Donner, and played with 
your daughters and watched them grow and 
claimed your wife with closed eyes in the 
marriage bed and nothing more, nothing 
more because you would never know when 
the dogs truly came into the basement and 
snuffled up the stairs? Oh maybe once a year 
you might let some man tend to you with 
rubber gloves in a bank vault, but otherwise 
nothing, nothing, nothing at all? If you could 
have seen that it would have ended this way, 
Martin, what would you have done? Tell me 
the truth now. Do you know the truth? Is 
there any such thing as the truth? Because I 
need, I need, I need to know now, it affects 
my own situation. 

He stares at me. He is relatively lucid now, 
it comes and it goes, in and out, back and 
forth, the pounding on the chest has loos- 
ened the phlegm, the morphine has momen- 
tarily quelled the cough, he thinks that he 
can think, although this is not necessarily 
the issue, and he thinks, of course, that I am 
a hallucination. Hallucination is common in 
this late-life condition, although the demen- 
tia has not affected him as fully as it might in 
a few more hours or (if he lasts that long, he 
probably will not) days. I don’t know, he 
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says. His eyes are strangely lustrous, the 
only motion, the only thing in his face not 
quiescent, the rest is dead, bland, sunken, a 
canvas upon which has been embedded the 
full and perfect features of the dead, the val- 
ley of the dead, the shades and valleys and 
small tablelands upon which the dead walk 
until at last they sleep. Yes, Martin Donner 
says, yes I do know. I can answer that. He 
thrashes weakly, the ganglia in his shattered 
nerves trying to pull into alignment. I 
wouldn’t have done it, he said. I would not 
have died this way. It is not worth it. I 
thought it was worth it, that it was worth any 
price to be what you are, to live expressly 
and fully, but it is not; this is unbearable, I 
am sinking, I am sinking in disgrace, I wet 
myself, I humiliate myself, I see the with vi- 
sions and dreams of such inextinguishable 
horror. . .no, he says, no, and his voice is mo- 
mentarily stronger, he screams in the room, 
no, he says, I would not have left them, I 
would have stayed there and I would have 
died, I would have died in a thousand ways, 
but it is the difference between metaphor 
and truth, they are not the same, once I 
thought they were but no, no, no, no, no, no, 
he says uncontrollably, the word ratcheting 
uncontrollably, and he sinks into the steam- 
ing sheets, his eyes fluttering, closed and the 
coughing, the moaning, the turgid phlegm 
passes again through his desiccated and 
shattered cavities. No, he says, and no, I 
think, his answer is no and momentarily 
there is a kind of settling; I can feel my own 
realignment and a sense of history colliding 
with imminence merging with the steaming 
and impenetrable future, but of course this 
fusion cannot last and I am in Martin Don- 
ner’s bedroom 15 years earlier, the bedroom 
on the second floor of the suburban colonial 
in one of the nicest areas of a nicer suburb 
in these sets of anterooms to the city, and I 
have put the question again. I have put it to 
him calmly and without sinister intent and 
then have used my powers — the powers 
granted me by the old and terrible antago- 
nist who nonetheless, and this is undeniable, 
always plays fair, as fairly as Martin did not 
with his wife and daughters and friends and 
family through all of the years up to this 
point. I show him the bottles, the tubing, the 
arc and density of the room, the harsh and 
desperate light and it is uncommonly vivid; 
I have placed all my powers in the service of 
this adumbration. Oh yes, Martin says, see- 
ing it all, oh yes, I see now. Yes, he says, it is 
worth it. I would do this. I would not be de- 
terred. It is worth it. It is worth anything to 
expressly enact what you are, what you 
must be, the full and alarming necessities of 
the soul. So I do not care, he says. I am 
going, I am going to leave, if this is my des- 
tiny, so be it. His features congeal with con- 



viction, unlike his face in the room of his 
death, they recede and pulsate, project and 
flutter with light, there is light all through 
him. Worth it, he says, worth it to be what 
one is. How many years until this happens? he 
says. Not that it matters. But I want to know. 

Seventeen, I say. Seventeen years and not 
all of them will be happy. Your daughters will 
weep and one of them will hate you, there 
will be many betrayals, also other illnesses, 
earlier illnesses, small and larger betrayals, 
a terrible bout with hepatitis. Disgraceful 
venereal conditions. I don’t care, he says, 17 
years is a good time. In 17 years here, lying 
here, sneaking around, pounding myself into 
myself, I will be dead, I will have killed my- 
self anyway. No, he says, there is no ques- 
tion, there is no argument. I have made my 
choice. He closes his eyes, smiles, thinking 
evidently that he is dreaming. Such dia- 
logues are common inside Mart in in this cru- 
cial time; he thinks that he is constructing a 
worst case venue but is nonetheless being 
firm. Yes, he says, I will do this. His breath- 
ing, irregular, levels out. As I withdraw, he 
thinks that he is making passage into dream- 
less slumber. As he recedes he feels, I know, 
some kind of imminence, and perhaps it is 
my question, no less than anything else, 
which has led him to this resolution. Or per- 
haps not. It is difficult to work within such 
difficult and speculative borders without 
being overwhelmed by my own relative help- 
lessness and stupor. 

But of course this is in only partial 
quest of verification. I move through the 
channels of recorded (and possible) time, 
asking Martin Donner this question at various 
places within the continuum. I discuss this 
with him at Cherry Grove in 1978 at a tea 
dance while he is hanging shyly against the 
walls, yes, he says, of course it is worth it; 1 
ask him this in 1986 when, thunderously, the 
implications of the positive diagnosis begin 
to come through to him and he closes his 
eyes as I make the forced pictures in his 
head, showing him what it would be like: I 
don’t know, he says, I don’t know, I am in 
shock, I am in agony here, I can’t give you a 
false or a real answer, can take no position, 
how can I tell? Maybe I shouldn’t have done 
it, I don’t know, I don’t know. Take the ques- 
tion to him in Chicago two years later; he is 
attending a class reunion with his lover, par- 
tial remission, he feels in control of himself, 
some benignity, perhaps illusory but the mo- 
ment can be extended, he feels, as so many 
other moments have been extended. I would 
have done it again, he says, knowing what I 
know, I would have wanted it this way still; 
I would not have treated it differently, I 
would not exchange these years for any- 
thing. Ask him and ask him, up and down the 



line, sometimes an enthusiastic, desperate 
yes, other times more tentative, a no at the 
end and tracking back from that no mostly 
for the six to eight mont hs before this spe- 
cial, spectacular extended agony; his posi- 
tion then is not fixed any more than it might 
have been 20, 30 years ago when Martin re- 
fused to respond to the messages flicking 
like trap shots from the basement of his sen- 
sibility. Nothing is sure, nothing is firm. 
Mostly yes, an occasional no, more no as the 
end is approached, but even then at some of 
the moments in between the moments of the 
worst anguish, a soft, insistent yes. It is not 
fixed, not hing is fixed, the human condition 
is not fixed. The price we will pay for fully 
expressing what we are does seem indeter- 
minate then. It resonates, this confusion, 
against my own uncertainty, and I under- 
stand then, staring at and through all of this, 
that there can be no answers from Martin, 
none at all. If Martin is the voice and tensor 
of all possibility, then there is no possibility, 
no singularity. 

Understanding this does not suiprise me 
but fills me with a desperate and irreparable 
weakness; I would not have had it this way, 
I would have wanted surer answers. Every- 
one wants answers if not the answer, even I. 
I return to my old antagonist on the desert 
and hand him the helmet and the simulating 
device and the other armaments of our 
translation, our bargain, our possibility. I 
have wrestled and wrestled, I say, I have 
wrestled you through all the avenues of this 
life and I do not know, I am stunned and 
pinned, dislocated and shattered. Martin is 
not the answer; he can provide me with no 
firm basis at all. 

Of course, my old antagonist says. His 
ruddy skin glows with sympathy or perhaps 
it is only health. Or vindication. You see, he 
says, you are left with it just as I said, you 
are left with all of this on your own. You 
must decide what price to pay and whether 
that is correct and no one can know. He 
backs away from me, horns a rapier, fine 
eyes glints of purpose in the night. Now, he 
says, now you must decide. You, not Martin 
Donner, who is only a paradox or a 
metaphor, you must make that decision. It 
is the 40th day, he says. Soon it will be the 
40th night. You must now turn in the way 
you must, and there will be no returning. 

Yes, I say, yes, I understand that. Before 
me, closing my eyes like Martin in the hallu- 
cinatory daze, I see tire traps, the sights, the 
visions of my own circumstance: the donkey, 
the cobblestones, the crowds, Pilate’s 
smooth and terrible judgment, the hanging 
and the darkness. I see and I see and I see 
and in tire iron spikes of tire sun of Gologotha, 
alone and under the darkness, I see too the 
expanding and necessitous heart of God. □ 
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Victor Congreve wanted to be King 
of a brave new world. All he needed to make 
his planet complete was a Queen. 

THE RAPE 
OF LUCY 
TENACE 

By Rick Shelley 

Illustration by Broeck Steadman 

• ONE. 

T’S JUST THE MOST SMASHING PARTY EVER, LUCY,” 
Deva Kavers said, her fingers scarcely brushing 
Lucy’s bare shoulder. “You’ve really outdone 
yourself.” The compliments were larded with 
extravagant stresses. Around the two women, the 
music, composed on the spot and played by a 
series of synthesizers, dampened itself so they 
wouldn’t have to raise their voices. 

“Thank you, dear. I really tried.” The smile Lucy flashed was more 
for her own enjoyment than for Deva. Wherever Lucy looked in the 
room— and for this one night, her entire apartment (less the Nec- 
essary) had been converted into a single room— the section of wall 
she faced was always a full-length mirror, allowing her to maintain 
a constant check on her appearance. Lucy didn’t dare permit the 
slightest disarrangement of coif, make-up, or dress to continue for 
a single minute. The moving mirror also helped her keep track of 
any possible disturbances among her guests. More than once the 
mirror had permitted her to move into a conversation before it 
could become indecorous. 

Lucy smiled at Deva again and moved on. Along the wall, the mir- 
ror seemed to keep pace with Lucy, though the movement was an 
illusion. Lucy’s housekeeping software made the surface molecules 
of the wall reflective or non-reflective as she moved. There was no 
margin for error. The success of the party depended on everything 
going perfectly. And Lucy depended on the success of her parties. 

Thirty guests mingled and enjoyed. The guest list, like everything 
else, had been a matter of intense concentration, the nearest Lucy 
ever came to real work. It was worth the effort, she thought with a 
quick glance around the room. She had spent weeks with her house- 
keeping program getting everything just so. There was a fine line to 
be drawn in everything, coordinated to maximize the effect on care- 
fully-selected guests. The blend of music, the softly kaleidoscopic 
iridescence of the walls, the sequence of window scenes, the food 
and drink, the subtle scenting of the air— nothing had been left to 
chance. Lucy had even programmed her biomaster unit to change 
her eyes to a delicate watery green, and to reshape her nose and the 
line of her cheekbones to complement the setting, and that was a 
48-hour bore. But she liked the results. She thought she would keep 
the new look... at least until the next party. 





Lucy stopped to insert herself into a conversation between two 
mass-poets, in time to divert their talk from loud claims of relative 
merit. It was the third time she had been forced to intervene. Lucy 
thought a note into her spare memory module never to invite both 
to the same affair again. 

Momentarily alone in the middle of the room, Lucy glanced at the 
top of a wall. There was a thin red border, a party clock. At the 
beginning of the party, the stripe had run the entire width of each 
wall. The red was disappearing minute by minute, left to right; 
nearly half of it was already gone. When the last of the red vanished, 
the party would be over. Various devices of the type were standard. 
A four-hour party was a four-hour party. Guests would start to leave 
in another hour, and even the late-gaters would make their exits 
before the last bits of red erased themselves. 

Lucy stopped next to accept the compliments of Kot Anders. “I’m 
positively livid with jealousy,” he said with an expansive gesture. 
“I shall have to labor for months to top you this time.” 

Lucy smiled, and permitted herself the most restrained giggle. 
She invited Kot to all of her parties, as much because she eryoyed 
his company as because his parties were always the ones she had 
to best. “But you will top it, won’t you?” His answering smile 
showed every confidence that he would, but his praise— made 
loudly enough that most of the other guests had to hear— had been 
tire ultimate accolade. Lucy felt thrilled. 

It was easy to be a charming and gracious hostess when every- 
thing was going perfectly. Or almost everything. To be sure, Viktor 
Congreve had yet to make an appearance, and Lucy had invited him 
as the piece de resistance , the carefully-calculated disorder to set 
off the precise balance of everything else. But Vrktor had to be unre- 
liable. That was part of his value to a hostess. 

Lucy smoothed away the frown before it could settle on her face. 
She touched a spot on tire side of her hairdo as cover. Her hah - was, like 
everything else, precisely calculated for its effect and maintained 
stringently by molecular automatons. The light strawberry blond was 
Lucy’s normal (if not natural) color. She put Viktor Congreve out of 
mind. Luckily, the party was a smash even without the extra fillip. 

T here was less than 90 minutes of red left to the 
party clocks when the soft chime sounded and a door- 
formed on the wall. Lucy didn’t need the identifica- 
tion relayed by the housekeeping program to know 
that it had to be Congreve. So late! He was expected 
to do the unexpected, but there were limits of which 
even he should be aware. Lucy made her way to the 
door. The way her guests watched her calm progress, 
obviously wondering what final delight she had for them, eased her 
pique. When she signed for admission, the door resolved itself into 
vertical slats which changed into chains of sparkling beads, then 
parted to admit Viktor Congreve. There were a few soft gasps of 
surprise in the room, and those sounds widened Lucy’s smile. 

“Viktor, I’m so delighted you could make it. I was beginning to 
fear that you wouldn’t be able to come after all." The careful remon- 
stration tacked onto the greeting. 

Viktor grinned, showing a mouthful of uneven teeth. “I had impor- 
tant tilings to take care of,” he said with casual rudeness. Was there 
just a trifle too much emphasis on important ? Viktor looked around 
the room. At 6 feet 3 inches, he could see over all of the other guests. 
Height was unfashionable. And Viktor was also too wide, too... 
bulky. Large people simply took up more than their share of space 
and resources. Viktor chose to keep the physical dimensions of a 
laborer despite his heritage and position. The appearance was com- 
pletely in accord with his flaunting of convention, hi nearly a cen- 
tuiy, he hadn’t altered his appearance one bit. 

“Quite a mob you’ve gathered,” Viktor said. 

“Complete now that you’ve arrived,” she said. She had some trou- 
ble holding her smile, but she was as prepared for Viktor as anyone 
could be. “I think you must know everyone here.” 

Viktor laughed raucously. “Better than most of ’em like, probably.” 
There was no polite reply to that. 



“You know I don’t go to many of these circle jerks,” Viktor said, 
“but I was truly delighted to receive your invitation.” 

Lucy had started to guide Viktor toward the bar. His slip into 
politeness caught her more off-guard than his vulgarity. She almost 
stopped short, but contented herself with a brief glance up at him. 

“I’m honored,” she said, wondering at his motive. He might be 
vulgar by habit, but he was rarely polite without an ulterior motive. 
Lucy was certain that she would find out what he had in mind soon. 
So would everyone else. Viktor spoke in a booming, uncouth voice 
that everyone could hear. 

“I’ve always had a special, ah, respect for you, Lucy.” Viktor 
homed in on the bar, speaking almost absentmindedly. “I was 
thrilled to come to your party because it will be my last party ever. 
I’m so happy it’s yours.” 

Lucy wasn’t sure what to make of that — where the compliment 
ended and the insult began. She thought that he meant his state- 
ment as a compliment to her. They reached the bar and Viktor 
became more interested in a drink than in her reaction. 

“Something straight!” he told the barkeeping automaton. “None 
of that bath water most of these. . .people drink." 

Around the room, many of the guests weren’t even pretending to 
ignore Viktor’s comments. 

“You’re renouncing parties?” Lucy asked. The idea was astound- 
ing, even for him. 

“In a way. There won’t be any parties where I’m going," Viktor said. 

“A place with no parties? How barbaric," one of the other guests 
said, much too loudly for a response to a conversation that he 
shouldn’t have let on that he had overheard. 

“No parties, no nothing, just what I bring along with me,” Viktor said. 
Lucy stalled to speak, but she simply couldn’t bring herself to mention 
that possibility. Even Viktor Congreve couldn’t be so unconventional. 

“I bought a colony kit,” Viktor said, voicing the impossible. “Earth 
has lost what little charm it ever had. I’m going to find a world of 
my own, as far as I can get from all the phony shit, the parasites and 
the slugs they feed on.” Viktor finished his drink and turned to sur- 
vey the other guests while his glass was refilled. He met a few of the 
curious glances to let the people he considered among the phoni- 
est know that he was talking about them. 

“Are you going alone?” Lucy asked. The question was in ques- 
tionable taste, but she couldn’t help herself. Viktor’s bombshell was 
more than she could possibly have anticipated. 

Any of Lucy’s guests could have afforded to do what Viktor said 
he was going to do. Some could afford to buy an entire year’s pro- 
duction of colony kits. Lucy could herself. But none of them would 
consider emigrating. It was unthinkable. Like perhaps half of the 
guests, Lucy had occasionally donated the price of a colony kit to 
let a disadvantaged family emigrate. It was not, at heart, a charitable 
contribution. For every breeding couple (how Lucy would have 
shuddered at that term) who left Earth to do their breeding, Earth 
would be spared perhaps 20 more of the sort in a century. Sending a 
feiv off-world might be a futile gesture, but that gesture had to be made. 

“Well, I don’t expect to be entirely alone,” Viktor said. “But you 
know the old saying. ‘Two’s company, three’s a pain in the ass.’” Vik- 
tor laughed again, eqjoying every hint of consternation he saw. He 
knew precisely why Lucy had invited him to her party. Two or three 
times a year, one of the effete yahoos in this crowd decided that he 
was just what they needed to liven up one of their funereal gather- 
ings. He accepted when he needed a laugh. 

“Are you going to tell us who your companion will be?” Lucy 
asked, an even less proper question. Her face reddened when Vik- 
tor unleashed another crude laugh. 

“You’ll all just have to go around counting upturned noses after I 
leave to see who’s missing.” That, Viktor thought with absolute delight, 
will set them all in a tizzy that’ll last until I’m clear of the Solar Sys- 
tem, give them something to think about besides the next of their liv- 
ing wakes. And no one will dare turn up missing, not even for a day. 

Lucy knew she couldn’t monopolize Viktor. It would start such 
rumors. A glance at the mirror confirmed her suspicion that just 
the idea of rumors had reddened her face again. People would be 



56 



wondering — ashing — if she were going to leave with Viktor. They 
would wonder anyway, but if she paid too much attention to him, 
everyone would be convinced, no matter how often she denied it. She 
would have liked to get as far away from Viktor as possible, but she 
knew that she had to keep an eye on him. He was far too unstable 
to trust to behave in even the most rudi- 
mentary of social situations. 

Viktor circulated freely, showing no par- 
tiality, except for the bar. He took aim at one 
group of people after another, dominating 
each conversation, liberally dispersing 
insults. He was obviously enjoying himself 
despite his often-voiced protests against 
decent society. 

Thirty minutes after Viktor’s arrival, Kot 
Anders sought out Lucy again. “ What are you 
trying to do to me?” He wrung as much from 
the words as anyone could. “This party was 
a masterpiece before. I was already dread- 
ing the effort it would take to top you. Then 
you bring in Viktor to be so deliciously 
outre'. You’ve destroyed me. You’ve posi- 
tively destroyed me!” 

“Viktor was a dangerous gamble, Kot,” 

Lucy said. She felt safe admitting her appre- 
hensions to him. Despite their rivalry, Lucy 
felt closer to Kot than to anyone else at the 
party. He was very nearly a friend. “One 
never knows what to expect from his sort.” 

“Ah, yes, there is that,” Kot agreed. “But the gamble has worked 
so well. Tell me, how much of what he said did you know about in 
advance?" 

“Not a word, not a single hint'. I wouldn’t have dared take the 
chance. I was caught as much by surprise as anyone.” 

“Except perhaps his chosen companion?” 

“You don’t think it could be anyone we know, do you?” Lucy asked. 
“It must be, dear, or he wouldn’t have told us to count noses after 
he leaves to see who is gone.” 

Lucy was so distracted by the thought that when she noticed her- 
self in the mirror, she was shocked by the look of deep concentra- 
tion on her face. It was so unattractive. 

HE RED STRIPES HAD ALMOST DISAPPEARED. LUCY GRI- 
maced fleetingly. By this time, the last of her guests 
should have departed. There couldn’t be five minutes 
of red left, and people — the right sort of people, the 
people she invited to her parties— just didn’t press 
the time that close. 

“I do apologize, dear,” Deva said at the door, “but 
it’s your own fault, you know. You throw the most 
exquisite party in recorded history, and naturally, nobody wants to 
let go of the moment. And just the right hint of scandal! If only your 
Viktor Congreve had arrived earlier!” 

“Or not at all,” Lucy said, smiling to make the remark ambiguous. 
“But he’s certainly not my Viktor Congreve.” Her tiny shiver was not 
affected. The very thought! Viktor was, of course, one of the peo- 
ple still around. When Deva left, behind a group of six, only Viktor 
and one couple were left. And the couple was making its way to the 
door, with Viktor tagging along. Near the door, Viktor excused him- 
self and returned to the bar. All Lucy could do was bid farewell to 
the others and try to hide her dismay. There would be talk. Viktor 
remained after the others left. Her face started to bum. Perhaps 
someone would even linger outside to see how long Viktor stayed. 

Lucy stood by the door, as pointed a signal as possible. She 
wondered if Viktor were capable of taking even such a direct hint. 
He walked over to her, no longer very steady on his feet. He had con- 
sumed prodigious amounts of liquor. Perhaps his biomaster was 
overloaded, unable to neutralize the alcohol quickly enough to 
compensate. 



“You really did put together a great party, Lucy,” Viktor said, just 
the slightest slur to his words. He was still holding a drink, and he 
paused to sip at it. “I want to thank you again. Tonight was special 
for me, and you’ve made it an occasion to remember.” 

“I’m glad you liked it,” Lucy said, restraining the smile that 
normally went with the words, a proper 
penalty for an overstaying guest. 

“You recall that I said I was really pleased 
that your party would be my farewell?” He 
finished his drink while she nodded. “I meant 
that sincerely. You know I’m not very comfort- 
able with most of the people in your crowd.” 
Lucy nodded again, uncertain where the 
conversation was headed and uneasy about 
it. She saw Viktor take a deep breath and 
glance away from her. Lucy was surprised to 
note that he also seemed uneasy. He looked 
for someplace to set his glass. Lucy took it, 
giving him a nervous smile when their hands 
touched. 

“Your party was so special that I might 
almost miss the circuit after I leave.” Viktor 
shrugged. “Not really. Just some of it. Look, 
I know the party’s over, and I do apologize 
for overstaying.” An apology from Viktor 
Congreve was so unheard of that Lucy could 
only stare in amazement. 

“There is a reason,” he said. “I hope you’ll 
understand.” 

He hesitated so long that Lucy couldn’t resist prompting. “Yes?” 
Viktor took another deep breath, then spoke quickly. “I came 
especially to ask you to emigrate with me.” 

Lucy gasped. Her mouth dropped open. She felt her heart flutter, not 
pleasantly. But Viktor was oblivious to her distress. He just kept talking. 

“Just imagine, a world no one has ever seen before, a world to ex- 
plore. Going beyond the beyond, starting a new Eden of our own.” 
“Stop! That is more than enough,” Lucy said sharply. “What do 
you think I am, some common....” She couldn’t find a usable word 
to complete the thought. “You had better leave this instant. And 
good riddance. The sooner you’re mucking about the stars with the 
rest of the trash, the better.” She pointed to the open door. 

Viktor hung his head, his face red. “I’m sorry I upset you. I’ve 
always thought you were special, different from the rest. Perhaps I 
was wrong.” He raised a hand halfway, let it fall, then raised it again. 

“I didn’t mean it as an insult.” He took one step closer to the door. 
It also brought him a few inches closer to Lucy. “In fact, it was quite 
likely the highest compliment I'm capable of. Of all the billions of 
people on this world, you’re the only one I ever considered asking 
to leave with me.” 

Lucy didn’t speak. She couldn’t trust herself to words. The per- 
verted mind of this beast, she thought. 

“I meant well,” Viktor said. “Please consider that. . .after I’m gone.” 
He raised his arm again, the way he had before. This time, when he 
dropped his arm, his fingernails scraped Lucy’s arm. 

“Ouch!” Lucy looked down. “Now you’ve scratched me.” She 
stared at the parallel lines of red. “Please leave.” 

Viktor shrugged and left. 

“Seal the door!” Lucy snapped. “No visitors, no callers. Return 
the apartment to normal.” She stared at the doorspace, raging. The 
very thought! That Congreve would even dare to think that she 
might become his... brood mare. She started trembling. Anger and 
humiliation fed each other. Worst of all, it would take her house- 
keeping program a half hour to straighten out the apartment enough 
for her to throw herself on her bed and bury her head in her pillows. 
She was too angry to leave the apartment while it rearranged itself, 
even though watching major renovations made Lucy queasy. It 
reminded her — forcefully — that she lived in what was basically an 
organic computer, able to reorganize every single molecule within 
20,000 cubic feet of living space. 



“I bought a colony 
kit,” Viktor said, 
voicing the 
impossible. “ Earth 
has lost what little 
charm it ever had. I’m 
going to find a world 
of my own, as far as I 
can get from. . . the 
parasites and the 
slugs they feed on.” 
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Everything got fuzzy as the party furnishings, service, and leftovers 
melted into amorphous lumps, then organized themselves into reg- 
ular walls, furnishings, and so forth. Halfway through the reorga- 
nization, Lucy remembered the scratches on her arm and looked at 
them again. She held the arm close to the wall and said, “Mirror.” 

A mirror appeared instantly but didn’t help much. “Magnify,” Lucy 
instructed, and the mirror doubled the size of its image. Three short 
scratches. Nothing dangerous, just annoying. 

“How long will regeneration take?” Lucy asked. There was no 
audible answer, just as she had no need to vocalize the question. Her 
biomaster answered, 45 minutes , and assured her that there would 
be no trace of the wounds after that. Lucy knew that physical 
repairs left no marks, she had altered herself cosmetically often 
enough, but she needed the reassurance. 

“Damn that Congreve!” she said, still staring at the magnified view 
of her tiny scratches. “I’m glad he’s leaving Earth.” 

TWO. 

HERE WAS NO HURRY. THERE HAD NEVER BEEN ANY 
hurry. 

Viktor Congreve smiled with deep contentment. He 
took in a deep, free breath, and let it out. Every 
moment now was a moment to savor, an expression 
of triumph, of joy — the ecstasy of knowing that he 
had escaped Earth and the maddening decadence 
that the nanotechnology cornucopia had brought. 
There wasn’t a society party or an upturned nose within 400 light 
years, no inane prattle, no twittering oohs and ahs. 

“Best tiling anyone could do for Earth now is blow the whole damn 
place to Hell and beyond,” he said, not worrying that the now he was 
referring to was already a thousand years then. Subjectively, it was 
less than a month to Viktor. He had spent the rest of the time in stasis, 
trusting himself, and the entire colony ship, to automated controllers. 

Viktor walked from his stateroom to his dining room. The ship 
was the container and transportation for his colony kit. The entire 
complex had been assembled in space from raw materials mined 
from asteroids and comets. Only a small portion of the kit had to 
be brought up from Earth. Viktor was the only conscious human 
aboard. Dinner was ready precisely as Viktor seated himself. 

“I’ll have the prospectus with dinner,” he said conversationally. 
The bulkhead across from him formed itself into a 2-meter screen. 

“The planet Congreve,” the computer narration said. The world 
appeared to grow on the screen, repeating the view the ship had 
seen as it approached. Viktor watched the prospectus in fascina- 
tion. He had already sat through nine showings in two days but still 
couldn’t suppress the fascination. 

“Of the seven systems we have visited, this is the only one to pos- 
sess an adequate world for immediate colonization,” the computer 
continued. “It closely approximates Earth-ideal. Gravity is 3 per- 
cent less. The atmosphere is virtually identical to the hypothetical 
atmosphere of pre-industrial Earth. That is, industrial pollutants 
are entirely absent.” 

Viktor ate while the computer gave him the rest of the data on the 
system— G2 sun, two small moons, four other planets including a 
gas giant nearly 20 times the size of Jupiter... almost a star in its 
own right. 

“There is abundant native flora and fauna,” the computer was say- 
ing when Viktor started paying attention again. “Tests run over the 
past four months show nothing totally inimical to Earth-life. Adjust- 
ments have been made to immune systems to avoid any difficulty 
with the microorganisms of the world. There are some interesting 
macroorganisms.” For the next 10 minutes, the screen showed native 
animals and plants that had been spotted by the ship’s landing 
probes, giving what information had been learned about each species. 

Viktor had reached dessert before the estate itself appeared on 
screen. The area immediately around it had been cleared of native 
flora and seeded with Earth vegetation, more for the pleasure of 
looking at familiar surroundings than for farming. True, Viktor 
would have fresh fruits and vegetables in season, but the colony kit 



could easily synthesize anything that had been available on Earth- 
making it indistinguishable from the original. 

The house was large, in keeping with Viktor’s tastes, single-story, 
centered on an open courtyard. The look was of a traditional 
hacienda, colorfully decorated on the outside, subdued within. The 
furnishings were bulky pieces that Viktor had specified. 

“It looks perfect,” he said when the prospectus ended. “Is it ready 
for us to move in?” 

He asked the same question every time he viewed the prospectus, 
but the shipboard computers were not equipped to be sarcastic. 
“Everything is ready for you and your companion. The tentative 
schedule calls for your shuttle to separate tomorrow morning at 
10:25 hours shipboard/local mean time.” 

“Give me a current view of the planet.” The computer complied 
instantly. Viktor stood and walked closer to the screen. The sunset 
line stretched across the middle of his world. Daylight and night. 
Green and blue and white. And black. 

“It’s a good world,” Viktor whispered. “We can be happy here. 
How much time do I have until Lucy wakes?” 

“Approximately 30 minutes.” 

“I’ll want to be with her when she wakes,” Viktor said. He had 
made the pilgrimage to the stasis chamber several times since he 
had been revived, to stare at his bride, his mate, the only compan- 
ion he wanted at the start of this adventure. 

H ello, Lucy," Viktor said softly. He looked 
through the clear grown-diamond cover of her 
growth/storage cubicle. Apart from the cover, she 
appeared to be lying on a plush satin sofa. Naked, 
sleeping. Viktor scarcely thought of the fact that 
she had not yet known a single moment awake. 

“I’m glad the changes you made for that party 
were only superficial.” He whispered, as if he were 
afraid that he might wake her prematurely. “I like the natural you 
better.” 

Viktor coughed nervously. Despite his careful planning, he was 
uneasy about the coming reunion. He recalled every detail of the 
party he had attended at her home, especially the way he had staged 
his opportunity to scratch her. Viktor glanced at his hands. He had 
needed a good sample of tissue to make sure that a replicator could 
do its work, and he had known that he would only get one chance. 

“You’re mine now, Lucy, forever. You were always too good for 
that crowd of assholes on Earth.” 

“The final wake-up sequence will take 3 minutes,” the computer 
announced, matching Viktor’s soft tones. 

“Go ahead,” Viktor said. “You’re sure that she’ll be at the peak of 
her fertility cycle right off?” 

“It is certain," the computer replied. 

“We’ll start our first children tonight,” Viktor whispered. 

The cubicle’s diamond cover started to open from the center, 
melting, sublimating as molecular factories disassembled the struc- 
ture. The near side of the cubicle was also removed, making the 
unit look more like a sofa. Behind it, numbers appeared on the wall, 
a visible trace of the countdown. 

“A robe," Viktor said, “something soft and pale green.” 

“At the foot of the module,” the computer said. The pale green, 
almost transparent robe was folded neatly, waiting. 

When the countdown reached the last minute, Viktor sat next to 
Lucy and took her right hand in both of his. Her hand was warm, 
soft. When she opened her eyes, Viktor smiled and gave the hand a 
soft squeeze. 

“Hello, dear. We’re home,” Viktor said. 

Lucy’s answering smile was a slow, languid expression, exactly the 
reaction she might have had after waking from a normal night’s sleep. 

“Hello, love.” She stretched out her arms toward Viktor. He leaned 
closer. Lucy linked her hands behind his neck and they kissed, ten- 
der with longing. Viktor lifted Lucy to a sitting position and held 
her close. His initial nervousness was smothered by quickly-rising 
passion. The warmth of her body against his roused him instantly. 
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When the kiss ended, he had to swallow 
hard and take a couple of deep breaths 
before he could speak. 

“I’ve been waiting for that for an eternity,” 
he said. He reached back for the robe and 
held it up for Lucy to admire before they put 
it on her— together, somewhat awkwardly. 

Then Viktor stood and helped Lucy to her 
feet. 

“You might feel a bit unsteady at first. I did.” 

“How long have you been awake?” 

“Two days. I wanted time to make sure 
that everything was perfect before I woke 
you, dear." 

“Always so sweet.” She kissed him again. 

“Hey, we’d better be careful here — for a 
little while.” 

“Yes. There’s plenty of time for that.” 

“First off, we have to get you on real food,” 

Viktor said. “We have a nice little sitting 
room next to the bedroom.” 

“We’re still on the ship?” she asked, look- 
ing around. 

“We land tomorrow morning. Our new home is ready and waiting.” 

“What’s it like?” 

“You can view the prospectus while you eat. Come on, dear. It’s 
not too far. You need a meal, and then some normal sleep before we 
go down to our new world." 

“I hope the schedule leaves a little room between the meal and 
the sleep,” Lucy said, putting her arm around his waist. 

THREE. 

W AKING WAS AN ABRUPT PROCESS FOR VIKTOR— 
no drowsy interlude, no yawning and stretch- 
ing while his mind fumbled its way to alert 
wakefulness. He woke, opened his eyes, and 
turned to look at Lucy in bed beside him, still 
asleep. Viktor always woke first in the morning. 
When he started moving around, Lucy woke, 
and she needed time to make the transition. 
“Oh, Lucy, Lucy.” Viktor remained motionless, watching her. As 
always, there were the tiny worries that nagged at his mind when 
he first woke. It wasn’t precisely guilt. “I know you’re not exactly 
the woman I was so infatuated with on Earth, but I like this you even 
better.” Viktor usually managed to ignore the fact that he could hardly 
help but prefer this version, since the clone had been programmed 
with his fantasy version of Lucy Tenace. With as much deftness as 
the best systems money could buy were able to manage, new “mem- 
ories” and attitudes had been imprinted on the brain of the clone. 

Carefully-filtered daylight filled the bedroom with warm tones. 
Viktor and Lucy had been on the planet for 15 months. The twins, 
their first children, were 8 'A months old— walking and talking, as 
far along in development as children of four on Earth. Adam and 
Eve (Viktor had been unable to restrain himself, and Lucy had made 
no objection to the names) were perfect. Accelerated growth and 
mental/emotional development, enhanced intelligence: every gene 
had been examined and modified where necessary to ensure that 
Adam and Eve would be perfect and that they would have perfect 
children of their own in time. There was no chance that defective 
genes would be reinforced. There would also be no incest taboo. A 
new world needed people, and most colonies were started by one 
or two couples. 

Viktor leaned over and kissed Lucy’s slightly-parted lips. When 
she started to respond, Viktor slid his hand up across her belly and 
gently cupped a breast. Lucy’s arms linked around his neck, pulling 
him to her. Every day started and ended with them making love. 
Viktor was always ready and able. Lucy was always eager; this Lucy 
had been programmed that way. 

“Good morning, love,” Lucy said once Viktor was in her. She 



always waited until then to speak in the 
morning. 

“Good morning, angel,” Viktor replied. 
Sex was always good, always special. 
They both reached peaks of pleasure and 
excitation, with the help of their biomasters 
when necessary. When they finished this 
morning, Lucy turned on her side— away 
from Viktor. That was unusual, unique. 

“Something wrong, dear?” Viktor put a 
hand on her shoulder. 

“No, of course not.” She rolled to face him. 
“It’s. ...” A shadow of a frown crossed her face. 
“What is it?" 

“Nothing, I guess,” Lucy said, slowly. She 
smiled again, but not as fully as usual. “It 
must have been a dream, something fuzzy. 
It’s gone now.” 

Viktor kissed her. “I’m going trekking 
today,” he reminded her. “Unless you’d 
rather I put it off a day or two.” 

“No, I’m OK. You go have your fun.” Lucy 
sat up. 

Two days a week Viktor went exploring. He could reach any location 
on the planet in less than 90 minutes by ballistic flyer. Sometimes he 
brought home exotic flowers or shells, more rarely a small animal. 
“How far are you going today?” 

“Only a thousand miles. I’ll be home well before sunset, I think.” 
“You want to see if the kids are awake while I shower?” Lucy 
asked. “Tell them I’ll be along in a few minutes.” 

L ucy kept herself occupied for a time, which kept 
her from worrying at the strange uneasiness that had 
come over her in bed. There was breakfast, with all 
four of them at the table. She saw Viktor off on his 
jaunt, then spent time with the children. After a time, 
she shooed them outside to play. They were safe in 
the courtyard, and anyway, the security monitors 
would signal any possible danger in plenty of time. 
Once she was alone, Lucy started walking idly about the house, 
looking around almost as if she had never seen it before. Lucy 
frowned, troubled and unsure why. She became so distracted by 
the unusual feeling of novelty and discomfort that she nearly tripped 
over one of the amoeboid blobs that Viktor had designed to do the 
cleaning. They were an unnecessary affectation, but Lucy had never 
questioned that before. Now she did. 

She stared at the blob and asked, “Why?” The voice that an- 
swered inside her head wasn’t the one she expected. And the 
answer was incredible. 

You are not Lucy Congreve. It was most definitely not the “voice” 
of her link to the household computers or her personal “assistant”. 
— What? she asked. 

You had better sit down. This will take some time. 

Lucy crossed to her favorite chair and sat. 

—OK, so what’s this all about? 

You are not Lucy Congreve. You are not even Lucy Tenace, by 
any stnct accounting. You were cloned from a sample of her skin 
tissue. It is virtually certain that it was done without petmission 
from the original Lucy. 

— Who are you, and how do you know this? 

I am part of the biomaster security network of the original Lucy 
Tenace. Iam, therefore, now part of you. It has taken considerable 
time for me to reassemble a usable number of cellular modules, 
and even longer to regain control from the invasive program 
introduced into your reconstituted body. The pregnancy compli- 
cated matters considerably. 

Lucy needed time to consider what the voice told her. It sounded 
impossible, but she couldn’t dismiss it without a hearing. She exam- 
ined memories. They were full, complete, for the 15 months since 



Every moment now 
was a moment to 
savor. . . knowing that 
he had escaped Earth 
and the maddening 
decadence that the 
nanotechnology 
cornucopia had 
brought. There wasn’t 
a society party within 
400 light years... 
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she had wakened in the ship. Before that.... That investigation took 
her longer. The evidence was confusing, but there were gaps, mem- 
ories that seemed too superficial, too incomplete. She had never 
noticed that before. 

— I’m still not sure I understand what you’re talking about. 

We were kidnapped and raped, undoubtedly because our origi- 
nal would not abandon Earth for this, and she absolutely would 
never have mated willingly with anyone like Viktor Congreve . . . if 
anyone at all. 

— I don’t see anything wrong with him. He’s been a perfect hus- 
band and father. 

Until now, you’ve had no choice but to think that. 

— Why should I think any differently now? 

The voice didn’t answer directly, but memories of the original 
Lucy flooded her mind. Lucy closed her eyes and leaned back. The 
deluge staggered her, made her dizzy with its speed and persistence. 

— These memories are less complete than the ones I already had. 

But they are your own. That which is missing, he stole from 
you. Lucy Tenace would never have accepted Viktor Congreve. 

— You keep saying that. 

You have her memories now, everything I have been able to 
retrieve. Decide for yourself what she/you would think of a per- 
son like him. 

Lucy tried to fit herself into the memories. This other woman was 
alien to her. The memories were selective, basic, mostly long-term 
associations, what Lucy had thought important enough to have her 
biomaster duplicate outside her brain, scattered through the cells 
of her body, cached against desperate need. Like this. 

— This is what I was? 

In essence. 

— There is a prohibition against pregnancy. 

True. It has been inoperative because of what Viktor Congreve 
did to you. To us. 

Lucy stood, with considerable difficulty, her mind overloaded and 
reeling. She felt sick to her stomach. She crossed to a window to 
look out at the children playing in the courtyard. “I love my babies.” 

You can always override the prohibition against pregnancy. 

—I’m not sure that I want to accept anything of this stranger. 

You prefer' to remain the mindless slave of another? 

— Slave? I was happy, content. You’ve done this to me. 

A mindless slave has to be happy, content — if that is the pro- 
gramming. You had no opportunity to make your own choices. Do 
you wish to remain a mindless slave? 

Lucy stared out the window, but she was hardly aware of Adam 
and Eve playing in the courtyard. She couldn’t shut out the question. 
She couldn’t erase the new memories. Finally she turned away from 
the window. 

—Damn you! What have you done to me? 

I’ve shoivn you the truth. 

Lucy squeezed her eyes tight. She wanted to believe that this was 
simply some malfunction in her internal computer system, but that 
was even more incredible than the memories that the security unit 
had flooded her with. 

—It seems as if I have little option but to continue, now that 
you’ve done this to me. Even if I wanted to leave, if I could get up 
to the colony ship and return to Earth, it wouldn’t be the Earth this 
other Lucy knew, even if people still live on Earth. More than two 
thousand years would have passed by the time I could get there. 
And there wouldn’t be a place for me anyway, would there? For that 
matter, the original Lucy might still be living. All you’ve done was 
destroy my happiness. 

Thet'e are options. 

— Such as? 

Justice must be served. It is your right, your duty. The security 
unit gave her pictures, scenarios that were clearer than words. 

—And what do I do after I get rid of him? I want more than my 
two babies. This world does need populating. 

You can replace him as easily as he replaced your original. 

— Don’t you Brink he’ll be as well-protected as Lucy Tenace? I 



don’t want that sword hanging over my head. 

There is a safe way. You are pregnant again, as of this morn- 
ing. A few simple adjustments... but the decision must be made 
immediately. This gets more difficult with every hour and 
becomes impractical within days. 

—It would have to be done quickly for another reason. I can’t 
maintain a charade very long. Viktor would know that something 
was wrong. 

Lucy stalled pacing. There was anger in her movements, and in 
her mind, and she wasn’t certain where the anger was directed — at 
Viktor for what he had done, or at the security unit for disrupting 
her peace. 

One of the domestic blobs slithered into the room. The affecta- 
tious blob annoyed Lucy now. It wasn’t just unnecessary, it com- 
plicated the housekeeping functions considerably. 

A decision. Lucy kept finding objections, but the security unit met 
eveiy one of them promptly. 

— You seem determined to force this, she complained. 

It is my function. 

— Let me make up my own mind! This is my life now. 

There was no reply from the voice within. She took another 10 
minutes, going back over all of the objections she had thought of 
before, examining the solutions that the voice had suggested, look- 
ing for some way to simply make the problem disappear, but. . . . 

— You haven’t left me much choice. If I don’t permit this, he’ll 
know that something’s changed. I wish you had left me alone. I was 
happy before. 

You were a lie before. 

— What am I now? 

The inner voice didn’t attempt to address that. The housekeeping 
blob came up to Lucy’s feet. 

You can use this domestic for the carrier-. I’ll transfer • enough 
modules to start the process. 

—When this is over, I want to be rid of these horrible creatures. 

As you wish. 

Lucy looked down at her left arm, moved it around, brought it up 
in front of her chest. She brought her right hand up and scratched 
her left arm with a forefinger, digging through the skin layers. Blood 
welled up. Lucy winced at the pain, then knelt to stick her forefin- 
ger into the blob at her feet. She felt cilia brush away the matter 
under her fingernail. It took a conscious effort to keep from yank- 
ing her hand away. 

It is finished. 

Lucy jerked away from the blob and ran out of the room. 

IKTOR GOT HOME BEFORE LUCY HAD A CHANCE TO 
approve the housekeeping program’s suggested sup- 
per menu. Viktor spent the time before the meal with 
the children, showing them the seashells he had 
picked up that day. Lucy went off by herself for a few 
minutes. 

—I’m going to need help to keep up the act. 

It is in han d. 

The assurance of the security unit didn’t do much to calm Lucy. 
She got through supper and the early evening though, acutely aware 
of the way she was responding to stimuli. The security unit kept 
her from trembling, prompted her replies when necessary, and put 
a smile on her face when it seemed right. But the words, the 
motions, nothing felt quite natural. Viktor never seemed to notice 
anything wrong. Lucy tried hard to be as openly affectionate as 
always, but every smile, every inane comment, hurt. 

Lucy and Viktor put the children to bed and sat with them for a 
few minutes, as they always did. Then the rest of the night was theirs. 

“Are you sure you feel all right?” Viktor asked once. 

“Fine.” Lucy knew that she wasn’t responding as freely as usual 
to his romantic preliminaries. “I just found out that I got pregnant 
this morning.” 

“You know this is still safe,” Viktor said. 

“I know. Come on, we’re wasting time talking.” 




A fterward, Lucy stared at the ceiling of the 
dimmed bedroom, unable to sleep before it hap- 
pened. She listened to Viktor’s breathing, a little 
ragged right at first, slowly getting deeper and more 
regular as he moved into sleep. 

It won't be long now, the voice inside assured 
Lucy. Stay still. Don’t disturb him. 

■ — I couldn’t be more rigid if I were in stasis. 

He’s ready notv, came several minutes later. 

Lucy remained still, hardly daring to breathe. There was no sound 
to let her monitor the approach of her avenger. All she coidd do 
was wait. . . . Until she noticed a slight motion at the foot of the bed. 
Weight moved onto the mattress. Lucy didn’t dare move even her 
head yet, and she had difficulty seeing what had mounted the bed 
at first. 

But she knew. The blob came into view, slowly. Lucy assumed 
that it was the one she had poked her finger into. The creature 
spread itself over Viktor like a blanket, moving with incredible slow- 
ness. Viktor’s breathing didn’t change. He remained oblivious to the 
threat. The farther up the bed the blob advanced, the more difficult 
Lucy found it to remain motionless. She knew what the blob was 
going to do. 

He can no longer resist. The domestic has numbed Ms spinal 
cord. Even if he woke he could do nothing but watch the end come, 
knowing that it ivas coming. It would be a fitting punishment, 

— You want me to wake him? 

It would be justice. 

Lucy turned her head to look at Viktor’s face. He was sleeping 
peacefully, not suspecting the horror that was engulfing him. 

— No. We’ve had a good life together, even if the basis was as you 
say. I won’t do that to him. 

She would have avoided watching if she could have, but she 
couldn’t turn away. The blob stretched and slid and expanded until 
it completely covered Viktor. His form was 
clearly outlined by the shroud at first. Grad- 
ually, that outline became less distinct, then 
it became an undifferentiated mound that 
became flatter as the blob disassembled him 
into constituent molecules. 

Viktor had no chance to defend himself. 

Once the blob covered his head, even Vik- 
tor’s light breathing noises were blanked. 

Lucy heard nothing at all through the rest of 
the procedure. After 20 minutes, she got out 
of bed and stood at her side of it, arms held 
tight to her body. She shivered even though 
the room temperature was as warm as any 
other night. Lucy stared at the object on the 
bed, worrying at her lips until the blob slid 
off the bed and oozed toward the door, 
larger and more sluggish than when it 
entered. 

No trace of Viktor Congreve remained. 

We should go straight to the laboratory 
now. The sooner the intervention in your 
pregnancy, the simpler the work. 

—Yes, OK. I want to get out of here any- 
way. How long did you say it will take to prepare the replacement? 

The fertilized ova will be removed. Only the male will be alloived 
to fowl. Instead of waiting for normal gestation and growth, an 
adult clone will be assembled from the genetic blueprint and pro- 
grammed. 

— How long? 

Thirty-two days. 

FOUR. 

“Where’s Daddy?” Eve asked at supper Lucy set her fork 
down to cover the way her hand stalled to tremble. She had known 
that this moment couldn’t be postponed. The morning had been dif- 
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ficult enough. Viktor had never gone trekking before the children woke. 

“He’s off on one of his adventures,” Lucy said. Adventures, that 
was what the children called Viktor’s day-trips. 

“The flier’s here,” Adam noted. 

“He didn’t take it this time,” Lucy said. 

“Daddy always comes home for supper,” Eve said. Adam nodded 
vigorously. 

“This is a special adventure,” Lucy said. “I think Daddy is fixing a 
big surprise for all of us.” 

“When will Daddy be home?” Eve asked. 

“Not for a while, dear,” Lucy said. She reached over to put her 
hand over Eve’s. “He might be gone for a whole month.” 

FIVE. 

I MUST BE GOING CRAZY,” LUCY SAID. SHE WAS STANDING IN THE 
laboratory on the last day of waiting. 

You are under stress. That is normal. You are not going 
crazy. 

“This has been the longest month of my life. The kids ask 
when Daddy is going to be home 50 times a day.” In the 
lab, Lucy could speak openly. That was less of a strain 
than carrying on a conversation entirely within her mind. 
The programming of your new Viktor is complete. He may be 
wakened in 6 hours. The questions from the children will cease 
once they see him. Life can return to normal. 

“Normal?” Lucy looked at the naked form in the growth cubicle: 
the new and improved Viktor Congreve. He looked only vaguely 
like the original. He was not a direct clone but a clone of the child 
that Viktor and Lucy would have had, genetically modified to avoid 
any peril to the offspring they would have. The clone could have 
been cosmetically altered to look exactly like his predecessor, but 
there was a reason for having him look different. 

“I hate this room,” Lucy said. “And how can life ever return to 
normal? You made that impossible the 
moment you broke into my mind.” 

I did not break into your mind. I was 
always part of you. I am as much the real 
Lucy Tenace as you are. 

“Whoopee." 

Lucy stared at the new Viktor. She had 
spent time in the lab every day since the orig- 
inal had been dismantled. The new Viktor 
had to be programmed to function as a nor- 
mal human being. Enough of the original 
Viktor had to be retrieved to allow him to 
pass inspection by the children. Memories 
had to be implanted, detailed enough to give 
him a past that was complete enough that he 
would never know when he had actually 
originated. Stalling with a fetus, rather than 
with cells of the original, meant that there 
was no way that the new Viktor could 
reawaken memories of his old self. The trap 
that had brought this Lucy to her dilemma 
could not be repeated by the new Viktor. A 
personality had to be tailored— heavy on the 
original, with only the most essential 
changes. Combinations had been put through simulations, and the 
mental program debugged, rewritten, and analyzed until the results 
tested right. The work had been tedious and nerve-racking, and 
Lucy could not escape a prominent role in it. Viktor’s Lucy would 
have handled any chore without complaint, but Lucy was no longer 
“Viktor’s” Lucy. Nor was she the original. 

“I am going crazy. Who am I?” 

Lucy Tenace-Congreve. You are not going crazy. I coidd not 
pewiil it. 

“Before we wake him, I want a long-term contraceptive. I’m not 
ready for more children before I know how this will work, before I 
know that it’s what I want. Whoever I really am.” 
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Sit at the terminal. We can program the contraceptive at once. 

“We won’t wake Viktor until after the children go to sleep. He’ll 
just be there in the morning when they wake. That will give me time 
to get to know him, and maybe spot any obvious flaws. 

“Why do I have to program this contraceptive at all?” Lucy asked 
suddenly. “My biomaster is still functioning, isn’t it?” 

It ivas necessai'y to disengage parts of that for security reasons. 
Your biomaster had been reprogrammed to suit Viktor Congreve's 
desires. 

“How much did you disengage? What are you leaving me open to?” 

The health and maintenance routines are operational. All that 
was shut down were those routines dedling with cosmetic change 
and optional chains. 

“Permanently?” 

Not necessanly. 

Lucy went outside as soon as she finished in the lab. The 
children had been out almost since breakfast. They stopped what 
they were doing and hurried toward her. 

“Is Daddy home yet?” Eve asked. 

“He should be home tomorrow,” Lucy said. She squatted down by 
the children. “It has been a long time, hasn’t it?” 

“Too long,” Adam said. 

“What can we do to welcome Daddy home and show him how 
much we’ve missed him?” Lucy asked. 

“A party with a big cake?” Eve suggested. 

“That sounds nice. What do you think, Adam?” 

“Chocolate cake?” 

“Everybody like chocolate?” Lucy asked, pro forma. The grins 
and nods of the children were an unnecessary confirmation. “OK, 
chocolate cake. Have we missed Daddy enough to have berry ice 
cream too?” 

The jumping and shouting got out of control. Lucy lost her bal- 
ance and nearly fell backwards. 

“Hey, calm down,” she said, laughing at the commotion, the most 
relaxed she had felt in a month. “We’ll have our party at lunchtime 
tomorrow, okay?” 

L ucy needed help getting Adam and Eve to sleep 
that night. Lucy finally had to link through the house- 
keeping program to their biomasters to calm them. 
She sat with them for a while after they finally fell 
asleep. Finally, Lucy stood. “Sleep tight, my babies,” 
she whispered. The lights dimmed as she left the 
room. Lucy closed the door and stood in the corridor. 
She could feel tension rising even before the voice 

inside spoke. 

The new Viktor is ready. He may be wakened at any time. 

— I can’t face him yet. 

Lucy gripped her thighs to keep her hands from shaking. She 
looked down the corridor that led to the lab and shook her head. 
She turned the other way and went to the kitchen. 

“Coffee,” she said as she entered the kitchen. “A little brandy 
to go with it.” Lucy dumped the brandy into her coffee and took a 
long drink. 

—Will this work? 

It will work. He is dressed for the field. When he wakes, he will 
leave the laboratory and turn toward your bedroom. His memory 
will not be activated until he reaches the bedroom door. He will 
believe that he has just returned from his month in the field. 
—Then I need to be in the bedroom first. 

Lucy finished her drink and set the cup on the counter. 

—I know what to do then. I have only one more question right 
now. What did the original Lucy have against sex? 

I do not have that infoimation. 

The man who walked into Lucy’s bedroom was a stranger, 
the same height as Viktor, only slighter lighter in weight. This was 
the first time that Lucy had seen him vertical. Or clothed. 



“I’m back!" he announced. The voice didn’t sound at all like Vik- 
tor’s — not to Lucy, who was straining to find any differences. 

“About time,” Lucy said, as she had rehearsed — while she empha- 
sized the difference in voice to her security unit. “The children have 
missed you terribly. So have I.” The beginning was critical, the lie 
essential. This Viktor needed a lot of real experience right away to 
prop up the lifetime of phony memories. The lie of his past needed 
the truth of a present. 

“Are they asleep?” Viktor asked. 

“Yes. Stand still. Let me look at you. You’ve changed your looks.” 

“That’s why I stayed out so long, to get the new me completely 
ready. I was getting bored with the old look. What do you think?” 

“Hungry?” Lucy asked, avoiding his question. 

“Yes, but not for food. But before anything else, I need a shower.” 

“I’ll be waiting.” 

While Viktor showered, Lucy closed her eyes and tried to calm 
her nerves. There was no reason to suspect that this wouldn’t go off 
perfectly. The new Viktor couldn’t contain a time bomb of the sort 
that had gone off in Lucy. She knew that, even without the prompt- 
ing of the voice within, but. . . . 

“I’ve missed you too,” Viktor said when he emerged from the bath- 
room. Lucy held out her arms and Viktor came to her. 

Their lovemaking was uncharacteristically awkward. It wasn’t 
just Lucy’s nervousness. The new Viktor’s muscles couldn’t fully 
express the memories imprinted in the new brain. Afterward, Vik- 
tor quickly fell asleep. Lucy watched him for a time, watched his 
chest rise and fall as he breathed. He was still a stranger. 

Finally, Lucy looked up at the ceiling, then closed her eyes. There 
was a tic at the comer of one eye, and sleep seemed as distant as it 
could be. Lucy lay still for a time, her mind active. 

— I need help. Put me to sleep. 

And sleep came. 

When Viktor and Lucy woke near dawn, they made love again, 
starting the day the way “they" always had before. 

“The kids will be awake soon," Lucy said after they finished. 
“They’re anxious to see you. They’ve asked about you every day, 
every hour.” 

“I’m anxious to see them. The way they’re growing. . . .” The voice 
was better now. Lucy could still detect a slight difference from the 
original Viktor’s voice, but just barely. 

“I’d better go with you,” she said, hoping the differences were 
just in her mind. “Your new look might confuse them at first.” 

UCY CLEARED HER THROAT AND SAID, “DADDY’S HOME.” 
The children woke immediately, seeming to bounce 
up even before their eyes were open. 

“Dad. . .” Eve started, but she stopped in mid- word. 
“You’re not Daddy.” 

“Don’t be like that, Evie,” Lucy said. “Of course it’s 
Daddy. This is the big surprise. Remember? I told you 
about it. He’s changed his looks a little.” 

Adam walked across the bed to Lucy and Viktor. “You don’t look 
like Daddy.” He shook his head. “Not at all.” 

Viktor lifted Adam from the bed, set him on the floor, and then 
kneeled next to him. 

“Now, look, Sport, how many people live on this world?" Viktor 
asked. “Just the four of us, right? Who else could I be?" 

Eve stood next to Adam, her hand on his arm. They both stared 
at Viktor with the intensity that only young children can manage. 

“When you two grow up, you’ll be able to change the way you 
look too, if you want to,” Lucy said, moving behind the children. 
She knelt and put an arm around the shoulders of each of them. 
“It’s part of the biomaster, the program that keeps you healthy and 
helps you grow. Back on Earth, some people used to change their 
looks almost as often as they changed their clothes.” 

Adam and Eve looked over their shoulders at her. Lucy couldn’t 
read the blank expressions on their faces. Then they looked at Vik- 
tor again. 

“How about a big hug?” Viktor asked, extending his arms. “Then 
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I’ll tell you all about my adventures while we eat breakfast.” 

The children hesitated another instant, looking to each other for 
support. Lucy urged them forward and they finally both threw their 
arms around Viktor’s neck, with no further sign of hesitation. 

Lucy let out a soft sigh of relief. 

SIX. 

T he dining room table was set for a celebration. 

The housekeeping program had devised a truly ele- 
gant display. The molecular factories had been busy 
for two weeks growing delicate crystal and china, sil- 
ver flatware, linen napkins and placemats. There 
were roses in a crystal vase, champagne and brandy, 
a meal drawn from gourmet recipes and prepared to 
the pinnacle of perfection. Candles gave the setting a 
soft light and added a hint of erotic perfume. The music system pro- 
vided soft but jubilant compositions. 

The table talk was light, spaced by frequent silences. After dessert 
was finished and the second bottle of champagne opened, Viktor 
made the speech. He didn’t say anything the others didn’t know 
already, but it was a formal occasion. The words needed to be spoken. 

“You kids are three months short of your 
sixth birthday, full grown. On Earth, you’d be 
about the size you were at two and a half. 

You’d only have your first year of schooling 
done. You’d have another dozen years to 
wait before you got to the point you’re at 
now. 

“Coming of age rites are as old as mankind. 

We have our own here, meant to emphasize 
the way we remain one family and at the 
same time mark your transition to adult- 
hood. Tonight, you’re still part of our home. 

Tomorrow, you move into your own. We will 
always be here when you need us, but your 
formal childhood ends tonight.” 

That was the cue for the formal toast. The 
tulip glasses were already filled. Viktor 
raised his champagne toward Adam and 
Eve. 

After the last of the wine was gone, the 
four of them looked around at each other, 
everyone a little nervous. Viktor was the first 
to stand, and even he seemed ill at ease 
about moving to the rest of the program. The 
others stood. Lucy gave Viktor a quick hug of reassurance, then she 
took Adam to her bedroom. Viktor followed Eve to the twins’ bed- 



...she leaned toward 
him and spoke right 
into his ear. “You’re 
not my father....” 
Viktor’s eyes opened 
wide, but he could do 
nothing while the blob 
continued to advance 
until it covered his 
face and hid the look 
of mortal terror. 



“I know you and Eve have been experimenting,” Lucy told Adam 
when they were alone. “Nothing wrong with that. I’d have been wor- 
ried if you hadn’t. But maybe I can show you some things that are 
likely to make Eve feel better when you make love. You kids will 
have a lot of years together.” 

“I know,” Adam said. Once Lucy stalled undressing, he followed 
suit, timing his pace to match hers. When they were naked, Lucy 
extended her hand. Adam took it and let Lucy guide him down to 
the bed. 

Y ou’re more than ready, Evie,” Viktor told her, 
later that night. "You won’t have any trouble keep- 
ing Adam happy, in bed or anywhere else.” 

Eve managed a thin smile but didn’t speak. She 
propped herself on one elbow and watched Viktor 
fall asleep. The combination of alcohol and exertion 
had him snoring roughly within minutes. Eve gave 
a command through her computer link. Then she 
waited, easy patience helped by her own exertions. 

A blob, like those Eve remembered from her first months of life, 
oozed out from under the bed and extended itself up over the foot, 



elongating its front and pulling the rest of its body up to it, over and 
over. It stretched itself over Viktor like taffy pulling itself. Each 
movement was made with exaggerated slowness as the blob ad- 
justed itself to make a complete fit. 

Eve waited until the blob covered all but Viktor’s head. Then she 
leaned toward him and spoke right into his ear. “You’re not my 
father. You were never my father.” 

Viktor’s eyes opened wide, but he could do nothing but turn his 
head a little while the blob continued to advance until it covered his 
face and hid the look of mortal terror. 

A dam felt the blob as it stretched its way over 
Lucy’s body. He had never touched anything like it 
before. It felt warm, its temperature elevated from 
the repeated stretching. Did the thing feel any dif- 
ferent now than it had when he and Eve first had 
them formed, after the delayed message from their 
father gave them the warning? 
i Not yet , Adam thought, pulling his hand away. He 
was sitting crosslegged on the bed, naked, sweating lightly. Lucy 
was sleeping, mouth open, snoring lightly. She had drunk several 
glasses of brandy during the evening. Adam 
nodded when his inner processor told him 
that the blob had progressed far enough that 
Lucy couldn’t escape or scream for help. 

He leaned forward and said, “Mother.” 
Lucy opened her eyes. At first, she was too 
groggy from drink and sleep to realize what 
was happening. Her mouth moved silently. 
Then she saw it all in the ceiling mirror, and 
tried to scream. No sound came out. 

“It’s too late, Mother.” Adam was surprised 
at how even his voice sounded. “You killed 
our father. It happened just like this, didn’t 
it?” He shook his head. “I’d ask why, but you 
can’t answer, and it really doesn’t matter. 
You killed him and built yourself a play- 
thing.” 

Lucy’s eyes opened wide in a final moment 
of sobriety, then the eyeballs seemed to roll 
toward the top of her head and she lost 
consciousness, spared whatever the next 
stages of digestion might feel like. 

Adam got up and dressed, slowly, watch- 
ing the lump on the bed. When the blob slid 
off of the bed, Adam left the room. Eve was waiting in the hall. 
“Any trouble?” she asked. 

Adam shook his head and put an arm around her. “Not a bit. You?” 
Eve shook her head vigorously. 

“We’d better get home,” Adam said. For them, home was already 
the new hacienda down the path. 

“It’s a good thing Daddy was so suspicious, or we might never 
have known that anything was wrong,” Eve said as they left their 
parents’ house for the last time. Neither of them had bothered to 
dress. 

It was a sad reminder of the message they had received from their 
father four months before. “I love your mother dearly, but there are 
times when I fear she’s not quite balanced. Perhaps it wasn’t right 
to separate her from Earth. She wasn’t as enthusiastic about emi- 
gration as I was. I fear that she might. . . ” The message had gone on 
for thousands of words, and it had answered a lot of questions the 
twins had had since they were little. 

“I hope we never get that paranoid,” Adam said. 

“I think it’s an Earth disease.” 

“All of Earth was sick. But we should be safe now. We purged the 
last of it. You know, we are behind schedule here. We should have 
three more pairs of twins, younger brothers and sisters. They were 
right about one thing. Populating this world will take a lot of work.” 

Continued on page 86 



63 




A Minor 
Odyssey 



O DYSSEUS WAS DRINKING IN 
his hall with two old 
friends, Jason and Herak- 
les, when the question of 
the sun came up. “What a 
beautiful sunset!” Jason 
exclaimed, looking up 
from his couch and out the window. “Isn’t 
it beautiful, Herakles?” 

“Duh...uh-huh.” Herakles was momen- 
tarily the worse for several amphorae of 
choice Boeotian red and three roast oxen, 
though his response when sober would not 
have been much more enlightening. 

“Isn’t it a beautiful sunset, Oddy?” 

“Hmmm,” Odysseus said thoughtfully. “I 
suppose. Why don’t we go out on the balcony and get a better view? 
1 have a question to ask you about the sun.” 

Goblets in hand, they left their couches and walked out onto a 
nearby balcony, leaving Herakles to his enormous meal. Ithaca 
clung to the rocky shores beneath them, and beyond the town’s red- 
tiled roofs spread the sea, behind which the sun was sinking in crim- 
son and purple glory. 

“Fantastic,” Jason said, gesturing with his cup. “Though the sea 
could be a little darker. It doesn’t quite match the wine.” 

“The Boeotians are getting darker every year,” Odysseus com- 
mented, though it was clear his mind wasn’t on wine. “They’re start- 
ing to claim that Homer was talking about roses when he wrote 
that, or even whites.” 

Jason heard the distraction in his friend’s tone, and turned from 
the sunset. 

“Did you say you had a question for me?” 

The King of Ithaca paused for a long moment, gazing out at the 
sun as it touched the horizon. 

“Yes,” he said at last, “I do. What do you know about the sun?” 
“The sun? Why just what everyone knows — that Apollo drives it 
across the sky every day. Oh, and that awful story about his son, the 



one who drove it too near the earth. What 
was his name?” 

“Phaethon,” Odysseus supplied, still 
staring at the fiery globe. 

“Yes, Phaethon. But why do you ask?” 
“I’ve been thinking about the sun a 
great deal, recently, and I’ve decided 
there’s something wrong with it.” 

He shifted his solemn gaze to his friend 
as he spoke, and for a moment Jason 
thought he was serious. Then he laughed 
loudly. 

“Something wrong with it! Of course 
there is! That's why Apollo takes it home 
at night — to try to fix it! Oh, that’s a good 
one, Oddy; I should have seen it coming! 
To try to fix it! Ha! That’s rich!” 

“Jason," Odysseus said quietly, taking the other man firmly by the 
arm. “I’m serious. I really think there’s something wrong with the 
sun— and it involves Apollo.” 

“Well, then,” Jason countered, still laughing, “you ought to go up 
Mount Olympus one night and check it after Apollo puts it away!” 

“That’s just what I mean to do.” 

The sun crept perceptibly further below the horizon in the silence 
that followed. The old Argonaut stopped laughing and stared, open- 
mouthed, at the aging trickster. 

“Oddy, I think you’re serious.” 

“I am. Never more so. I’m going to Mount Olympus to check on 
the sun, and I want you to go with me.” 

“Are you and Penny having problems again?” 

Odysseus shook his head. “No, no, it’s nothing like that. Let me 
tell you what I’ve been thinking about. Apollo drives the Chariot of 
the Sun all day, correct? From east to west for the course of the day?” 

“Yes,” Jason said slowly. 

“So he’s stuck in that Chariot all day, guiding it across the sky?” 

“Yes, just like Helios before him.” 

Odysseus suddenly grinned, as if he had scored a point. “Exactly. 
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And what do we know of Helios, except that he guided the sun 
across the sky?” 

Jason thought hard. “He kept cattle, didn’t he? The ones you and 
your crew ate?” 

“Yes,” Odysseus agreed, “but not very well — because he was off 
driving the Chariot of the Sun all the time! That was why we were 
able to steal the cattle!” 

“Oddy, are you sure you and Penny are all right?” 

“Couldn’t be happier.” 

“Then, is there a point to all this?” 

“Of course there is, and this is it: driving the Chariot of the Sun is 
so time-consuming— it takes all day, after all— and so difficult, as we 
know from Phaethon’s failure, that one couldn’t possibly take care 
of the sun and do anything else!” 

“Which means?” 

“Which means that Apollo can’t be doing it! Think about it: he’s 
forever being seen in other places during the day — which he 
couldn’t be if he were driving the sun! Take Delphi now. I’ve been 
there, and the current priestess is deaf, which means that whatever 
inspiration he gives her, he has to give at close range, or she 
wouldn’t hear it. And he’s got a dozen oracles just like that in Ionia. 
They’ve even opened one in Egypt, of all places, which means he 
has to go there once in a while. And then there’s all the nymphs and 
young maidens he seduces, and the pipe players and harpers he 
challenges to contests — not to mention all the things he did during 
the War. I’ll grant you that he wasn’t around as much as Athena or 
Ares, but I can swear to seeing him at least twice over the plains of 
Ilium. And when do you think he poses for all those statues? Not at 
night, I’ll bet. And last, but certainly not least, Penelope swears that 
at least twice during the 20 years I was gone, she saw him among 
the suitors here." 

“Aha! So that’s what this is all about! You’re jealous because he 
courted your wife while everyone thought you were dead!” 
Odysseus frowned. “Well, he of all gods should have known bet- 
ter." Then he dismissed the unworthy thought. “But that’s not it. I 
know that Penelope was faithful. What’s important is that she saw 
him during the day, when he should have been driving the sun!” 
“All right. I’ll grant you that he’s been seen during the day, and I’ll 
grant that that means he wasn’t driving the sun, and I’ll grant that 
this weird obsession isn’t the result of marital problems. But why 
do you need to pursue it?” 

“Why not? It would be a grand adventure!” 

“Sort of a last fling, eh?” Jason was beginning to share his friend’s 
enthusiasm, but he held out just a little longer. 

“Yes! We’re getting old, Jase. We need one last journey to hold in 
our memories down in the Elysian Fields. One last epic to warm 
our hearts throughout all of boring eternity.” 

The old Argonaut’s face lit at the idea, then he scowled. 

“What about the gods?” 

“What about them?” 

“Well, it doesn’t pay to trouble them. I mean, look at all the trou- 
ble you’ve had with Poseidon, just for blinding one stupid cyclops.” 
“Oh, he’s long since forgotten that.” 

“Of course he has. Still, I don’t notice you proposing a long 
sea voyage.” 

“Well, maybe he hasn’t forgotten about Polyphemus,” Odysseus 
admitted, “but we won’t have to trouble the gods at all. We’ll just 
sneak into Mount Olympus at night, while the sun is put away, scout 



it out, and come back. No problem.” 

“In that case, I suppose — with some reservations — that you can 
count me in.” 

“Good old Jason,” Odysseus cried, clapping his friend on the 
back. “I knew I could count on you!” 

“What about Herakles? Is he coming?” 

“I haven’t asked him yet, but I’m sure he’ll come. He’s too stupid 
to object. Now, let’s go back and call out the dancing girls.” 

The next morning the three great heroes— Jason and 
Odysseus greatly the worse for a long night of drinking — took sail 
from sea-girt Ithaca for the mainland and Mount Olympus. 

“Look at him,” Jason said bitterly, his face a deeply disturbing 
green, “as fresh as a young maid, and he drank more than the two 
of us together.” He was standing next to Odysseus at the rail, dart- 
ing jealous glances at Herakles, who occupied the entire bow of the 
ship and laughed delightedly at the porpoises who raced alongside. 

“He is partially divine,” Odysseus reminded his friend. “He doesn’t 
grow old like us.” Running a hand through his thinning hair, he 
turned his gaze thoughtfully down into the depths of the sea. 

His sudden frown made Jason think he was going to be seasick, 
and then, after a few moments during which nothing happened, he 
began to wonder if his friend was worried that Poseidon would pur- 
sue his old grudge and cause trouble during the short voyage. 

“Oddy? Are you all right? Are you going to be sick?" 

“No,” Odysseus murmured, still staling into the wine-dark depths 
of the channel that separated Ithaca from the main of Greece. 

“Are you wonied that Poseidon will waylay us?” 

“No,” the King of Ithaca murmured. 

“Then what are you looking so damned thoughtful about?” 
Jason demanded. 

“Growing old,” was the simple answer. 

“Oh.” The former Argonaut frowned a bit himself, considering the 
idea, then dismissed it with a wave of his hand. “I’ll tell you what, 
Oddy, it just doesn’t pay to think about it. Not one single drachma 
Give it up, that’s my advice.” 

P OSEIDON HAD EITHER GIVEN UP HIS HATRED OF ODYSSEUS 
or missed his chance; the boat from Ithaca left them 
safely on Grecian soil without mishap. Odysseus chose 
a path that led directly to Mount Olympus. It avoided 
major cities and shrines, as well as the more dangerous 
roads that might have provided adventures along the way. 
“No lions to wrestle?” Herakles asked with a long face, caressing 
the massive club that rested against one thickly-muscled shoulder. 
“No stop at Mycenae?” Jason wanted to know. 

“No hydras to chop and bum?” 

“No night in Thebes?” 

“No swamps to drain?” 

“No visit to Corinth?” 

“No stables to clean?” 

“Not even a brief stay in Argos? I know a troupe of dancing girls 
there....” 

No,” Odysseus said firmly. “No stops, no adventures on the way. 
I’m sorry, Herakles, but you won’t be able to brain any animals or 
alter the landscape as we go. I do promise you, however, that there 
will be at least one deed worthy of you, somewhere on our trip. As 
for you, Jason, you’re far too old to be debauching yourself in every 



city we pass through. This is an odyssey, not a sex tour of Greece.” 

Herakles’ face grew long as he put aside his giant club and 
resigned himself to what promised to be a very dull journey. Jason, 
however, managed to splutter out an objection. 

“But, Oddy, surely you’re going to go to Delphi! I mean, everyone 
does before a great quest.” 

“That is precisely where I’m not going to go. It’s a shrine to Apollo, 
you old fool — anything I say is going to go st raight from my mouth 
to the god’s ear. I’m not giving him any chance to cover up the secret 
of the sun before I find it out. Now come, let’s get moving. We’ve a 
long way to go.” 

With that he started down the quiet road to Mount Olympus. The 
other two followed, but it was a very depressed demigod and a very 
disappointed former Argonaut who fell in behind the King of Ithaca 
that day. 

Odysseus was as good as his word— it was an entirely unevent- 
ful journey. They stayed in sober, respectable inns, drank veiy lit- 
tle wine, and went to bed early. Jason at first grumbled, but he was 
not as young as he had been when he sailed to Colchis, and the 
strain of walking all day soon had him going to bed earlier than the 
other two. Herakles, of course, thought nothing of the exercise, but 
the boredom numbed his limited brain, and he sought his couch 
early, too. 

It was Odysseus who stayed up late, nursing a cup of wine and 
thinking. Who drives the sun is of no concern to me, he thought one 
night. Why do I care? 

None of the cups of wine revealed why he cared, but his deter- 
mination to reach Mount Olympus and find t he truth never flagged. 

Once I know, he thought, I can go back to Ithaca, For good. 

T hey reached the foot of Mount Olympus some 
months later, Jason and Odysseus fitter for their long 
journey, and Herakles much the same as ever. They had 
all become so used to the completely peaceful life of 
traveling that it was with some misgivings that they eyed 
the towering spire of the home of the gods. 

“Still set on this, Oddy?” 

“Yes,” he answered after a moment, “I am. We’re going to find out 
the secret of the chariot of the sun if it’s the last thing we do.” 
“Which it may be," Jason warned, but his friend did not hear. He 
was examining a quaint little taverna that was nestled in a grove in 
the shadow of the famous mountain. 

“I think we’ll have dinner there,” he announced, and the three 
companions gratefully entered. 

The tavema lived up to its exterior, and their beaming host served 
them up a meal which, though not quite nectar and ambrosia, was 
certainly of Olympian proportions. Even Herakles grunted in aston- 
ishment at the size of the meals. 

“Yes, yes, they are quite big,” the innkeeper agreed when Odysseus 
asked, “but then, they have to be. Located where we are,” he went 
on, with a significant glance in the general direction of the gods’ 
mountain, “we get quite a lot of that sort of traffic, if you take my 
meaning. And they’re real trenchermen, let me tell you.” 

“The gods, you mean? I thought they only ate — ” Jason began, 
before the innkeeper cut him off. 

“Of course they do, when they’re at home. But they couldn’t pos- 
sibly carry enough of it to make even a single meal. So when they’re 
among us mortals, they eat as we do. 



“Now take that fellow over there,” the innkeeper said, pitching his 
voice low and indicating a youth at the far side of the common 
room. “I’m sure he’s a god, or at least a demigod. He’s been in this 
bar for as long as I’ve been alive, and as long before that, so my 
father used to say. And all he ever does is drink wine.” 

“You mean the sunny boy?” Jason asked. 

Sunny was an understatement The youth’s hair gleamed like gold, 
and his skin fairly shone, despite the fact that his face was puckered 
in a permanent expression of woe. 

“Just so. What’s more, he drinks all the time and never gets drunk. 
Only more glum and sullen. He’s been getting glummer and more 
solemn for all my lifetime. I don’t understand why he doesn’t turn 
black and sink into the earth.” 

“Well,” Odysseus said as he stood up, “let’s go ask him.” He had 
been following the innkeeper’s story with keen interest, and the last 
words had decided him. He marched over to the golden youth, leav- 
ing his friends and the innkeeper in shocked silence. 

Up close the boy’s radiance was almost painful, so that Odysseus 
had to squint and hold his hand up to shade his eyes. 

“Phaethon?” 

“What?” The youth looked up quickly, then down. “No. Never 
heard of him.” 

“You are Phaethon, aren’t you? 

“Unh-uh,” the youth said, shaking his head firmly. “No sir. You 
have me mistaken for someone else.” 

Odysseus smiled and beckoned his friends over. 

“No, I’m sure you’re Phaethon. Apollo’s boy, right? The one who 
drove the chariot of the sun and nearly scorched the whole world?” 
“Let it go, would you,” the boy snapped. “Don’t you people ever 
forget? Let me guess — you had relatives in Arabia. Well I’m sorry I 
burned them up, and if there were any way I could bring them back, 
I would. But there isn’t, and I can’t. So can we get over it, please?" 

“It’s nothing like that,” Odysseus said, and offered a reassuring 
smile. Phaethon didn’t notice. 

“As if there were anything wrong with deserts. Have you ever 
seen a sunset in the Gobi? Or the rock formations in the Mojave?” 
“The Gobi?” echoed Jason, who had just come over. 

“The Mojave?” echoed Herakles, who was right behind him. 
“They’re beautiful,” Phaethon insisted, tears brimming in his eyes, 
“just beautiful, and if it weren’t for me — weren’t for me....” His 
words trailed off into quiet little sobs, and he hunched himself over 
his wine to have a cry. 

rra A SOOTHING SOUND, ODYSSEUS SETTLED HIMSELF 
into the seat next to the young demigod and began 
comforting him. 

“Of course they are. Everyone knows that. 
Deserts are fine tilings. Where would the Egyptians 
put their pyramids, if they didn’t have deserts? And 
what would the Sumerians have to irrigate? We just love deserts. 
And it wasn’t your fault in any case, was it? Not your fault at all.” 
“It wasn’t?” Jason asked incredulously. Then, catching Odysseus’ 
angry glance, he amended: “Of course it wasn’t.” 

“No, it wasn’t,” Phaeton said, looking up and wiping his shining 
eyes. “It wasn’t. It was Apollo’s.” 

“Sure it was,” Odysseus agreed, barely able to contain his excite- 
ment. “Why don’t you tell us about it?” 

“Well,” the demigod sniffled, “I was in Olympus for my birthday, 




. . . those stupid horses just went out of control 
and I couldn’t stop them and Zeus threw one of 
his stupid thunderbolts at me. . . 
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and Apollo threw a party for me that lasted all night, and then, just 
before dawn, he told me he would have to go, because someone 
had to drive the chariot of the sun. And I said that I thought that 
would be neat, and he got this strange look in his eyes and said 
would I like to do it, just once. As a sort of favor to him, because he 
was sick and tired of having to spend the whole day every day dri- 
ving the chariot, even when it was cloudy or cold or whatever, and 
he would give just about anything to get away from it for a day." 

Odysseus threw a triumphant glance at his companions from over 
Phaethon’s shoulder. 

“He had just given me this wonderful party and all, and I felt bad 
for him, so I said I’d take over for him that day. He said it would be 
easy.” The boy began to sob again. “And then those stupid horses 
just went out of control and I couldn’t stop them and Zeus t hrew one 
of his stupid thunderbolts at me but it only nicked me because the 
chariot was going so wild but it still nicked me and it hurt — I have 
a big scar— and then Apollo comes back and he and Zeus cooked 
up this story about my hubris and carelessness and all that and told 
me I had to pretend to be dead because it would look bad for all the 
gods if people ever found out how irresponsible they really are. 

“And now they won’t even let me into Olympus, and all the gods 
who come by here won’t talk to me and there’s nothing to do and I 
can’t even go out during the day because I hate the sun and people 
everywhere think it’s my fault we have deserts, when it’s not my 
fault at all.” 

Here he broke down again into sobbing, and the three compan- 
ions discreetly left him to his wine and his sorrow. 

“So I was right,” Odysseus whispered when they were back at 
their table. “Apollo has tried to get out of driving the sun before.” 
“Yes,” Jason countered, “but just that one time. Do you really 
think he’d try again after what happened?” 

“Of course he would,” Odysseus said. “You heard Phaethon— the 
gods are totally irresponsible! If he could find a safe way, he’d give 
up that chariot job in an instant. And I’m sure he has. So come on." 
“Where are we going?” 

“Up Mount Olympus to look at that chariot.” 

“But it’s nighttime,” Jason protested. 

Odysseus paused and stared at his friend. “Sometimes, Jason, you 
make me wonder about how you managed to leave Argo at all, let 
alone reach Colchis. We have to go at night, because during the day, 
the chariot is out lighting up the whole world.” 

“Air. Yes. Right.” 

A s usual, Odysseus chose the most convenient way up 
Momit Olympus, avoiding the pitfalls and difficulties. 
The path was gentle and easy, passing through orchards 
for much of its length, so that the smell of ripening 
olives wafted along with them through the night, 
i Twice footsteps approaching from higher up warned 
them of others using the path, allowing them to avoid encounters. 
A third time, however, as they were crossing a wide clearing, they 
did not hear the approaching footsteps and suddenly found them- 
selves face to face with a towering, armored woman gliding noise- 
lessly down the side of the mountain. The moonlight peeping over 
Olympus’ shoulder showed their faces to her first. 

“Hey!” she bellowed. “Odysseus, is that you?” 

Belatedly noticing the owl on the woman’s shoulder, he dropped 
to his knees, and motioned his companions to copy him. 



“Yes, 0 Athena, it is I,” he said humbly. 

“Go on! Really?” She bent down and stared at his face for a 
moment. “Well I’ll be! It is! Bui you’ve gotten so old!” 

“It has been quite some time since we met, 0 Gray-Eyed One.” 
She frowned and scratched at the top of her helm, distractedly 
upsetting the owl on her shoulder. 

“I guess it has, at that. I kept meaning to visit you in — where do 
you live again? Wait, nevermind, I’ve got it, it’s Ithaca isn’t it? — I 
kept meaning to visit you, but I just never found the time.” 
Odysseus raised his head and shrugged. “I understand. You must 
be very busy, 0 Pallas.” 

“I’ll say I’m busy! In fact, I’ve gotta go right now. Some folks in 
Attica want to name their city after me, and I have to fight Poseidon 
over it. They want to call it Athens — isn’t that great? Not Athenopo- 
lis, or Pallasville or anything like that. Just Athens. Short and sweet. 
You watch those Atticans — they’re going places. Take it from me. 
Anyway, I’ve gotta go. See you later, Odysseus. Give my best to the 
wife and kid." 

“I will, 0 Athena," he answered, but she had already taken a few 
long strides down the mountain. The three companions stood and 
watched until she disappeared from view. 

“I don’t usually go for tall ones — ” Jason began at last, but 
Odysseus started up the mountain again, and the sentence was 
left unfinished. 



T he three heroes snuck into the home of the gods on 
top of Mount Olympus an hour or so before dawn. They 
crept through the empty streets in a tight little bunch, 
keeping close to the walls of magnificent buildings hewn 
out of marble and silver and gold. 

“Hey,” Jason whispered as they halted at an intersec- 
tion, “I’ll bet t his reminds you of sneaking into Troy, eh Oddy?” 
“Not at all," Odysseus said, checking all the streets that met where 
they stood, and trying to decide among them. “We were in a horse. 
The Trojans just hauled us in.” 

“No, no, I meant the fust time — when you went in and stole the 
statue of their civic god.” 

“Oh, that,” Odysseus said, trying desperately to pick a street. “I 
was drunk. Now will you be quiet so I can think?” 

“Think? About what?" 

“About where we’re going.” 

“Don’t you know?” 

“Of course not! They don’t sell maps to Mount Olympus with 
guides to the gods’ homes!” 

“Then how in Hades do you propose to find this stupid stable? 
We’ve only got an hour till dawn!” 

Their argument, which was rapidly growing heated, was suddenly 
interrupted by the mighty sound of Ilerakles’ sniffing, which also 
produced enough breeze to ruffle their hair. 

“Dull ...that way,” the giant hero said at last, pointing down one 
of the streets. 



Jason turned on him. “And just how do you know that, you cretin?” 
“He smelled it,” Odysseus said, breaking out in a broad smile. 
“What? What did he smell? A chariot? I low do you smell a chariot?” 
“He didn’t smell a chariot, Jason, he smelled horses.” Odysseus 
turned to Herakles. “Or probably something else, right?” 

The huge man nodded. “Horseshit.” 

“Right. If you’d worked in the Augean Stables, Jase, I doubt if 



I had to pretend to be dead because it would 
look bad for all the gods if people ever found out 
how irresponsible they really are. 
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They. ..suddenly found themselves face to face 
with a towering, armored woman gliding 
noiselessly down the side of the mountain. 



you’d ever forget that smell either. Now come on.” 

They set off at a trot down the road Herakles had chosen, and 
soon enough the stable of the chariot of the sun came into view at 
the end of it. 

It was a huge building, one of the biggest they had seen in Olym- 
pus, made almost entirely of gold, with bas-relief panels inset into 
the metal, showing the progress of the sun around the world. They 
paused only a moment to admire the workmanship and then set 
themselves to finding a way in. The double doors were almost as tall 
as a cyclops, and set in huge valves. 

“Herakles?” Odysseus and Jason stepped aside and let the demi- 
god approach the doors. He studied briefly, and then grabbed the 
head of one of the figures in the inset panels. The muscles of his 
back and arms and legs bunched and corded, the veins popping out 
in a relief of their own as he pulled, but the door refused to budge. 

He pulled still harder, so that sweat began to bead on his fore- 
head, but the door remained shut. 

With a convulsive heave, he crushed all his muscles into one 
bone-cracking effort, and threw himself backward. 

The door went with him, allowing just enough room for a man to 
slip through. 

Odysseus dashed in immediately, leaving Jason to help Herakles 
up from where he had fallen in recoil. 

“That’s a heavy door,” Jason said. 

Herakles nodded, smiling hugely, and patted one quivering bicep. 

Then they followed Odysseus in. 

HE CHARIOT OF THE SUN LOOKED OUT OF PLACE IN ITS HUGE 
stable. While the walls soared upward to the cloud-dis- 
tant ceiling, the chariot squatted, lonely and low, in the 
middle of the vast space, hugging the floor. 

At first the contrast worked to the chariot’s disadvan- 
tage; it looked toadlike and dwarfish. But when 
Odysseus went closer and his eyes adjusted to the light, he thought 
differently. The chariot was beautiful in a strange way, built along 
lines and according to aesthetics he had not encountered before. It 
was low, true, but up close it was also sleek, and gave an impres- 
sion of speed he had never noticed in a chariot before. The chassis 
was gold, as he had expected, but its luster was different from the 
metal he knew — deeper, its depths like still water. 

The sides of the chassis were thicker than those of a normal char- 
iot, and when he walked around behind it he saw why: there were 
thousands of ornamental jewels and several large plates of smoky 
obsidian set into it. He imagined them lit up with the light of the sun, 
and caught his breath at the idea. It would be an unbelievably beau- 
tiful sight. 

Jason and Herakles edged around to join him at the back of the 
chariot, and both gasped. 

“What a trove!” Jason exclaimed, while Herakles whistled 
in admiration. 

They stood in awe for an eternity, drinking in the sight of the 
chariot of the sun, and then Odysseus drew a deep breath. “I’m get- 
ting in it.” 

He set one foot on the driver’s platform and froze at the sound of 
Apollo’s voice. 

“Hey!” the Sun God boomed. “What are you doing with my chariot?” 

Ever so slowly Odysseus removed his foot from the platform and 
turned, with his friends, to offer apprehensive looks at the god. 



“We were just looking,” Odysseus stammered. “We didn’t touch 
anything. Please, 0 Apollo, do not be angry with us. We have come 
far to see your magnificent chariot.” 

The stern expression left Apollo’s glowing face. “Say, aren’t 
you Odysseus?” 

“Uh, yes, yes, I am.” 

“I remember you from that Trojan thing.” Suddenly his face split 
in a huge smile, and he let loose a laugh that set even Herakles’ 
knees shaking. “That horse idea was great! I laughed for hours over 
that one, let me tell you.” 

“I am happy to have amused you, 0 Sun God,” Odysseus said, bow- 
ing his head. “It was a clever idea, but not so clever as your chariot.” 
“My chariot? Well, yeah, now that you mention it,” Apollo said, “it 
is pretty clever. Just about the cleverest thing ever, I think.” 
Odysseus caught the hint of smugness in the Sun God’s tone, and 
nodded solemnly at his companions. 

“I am accounted clever among men, 0 god, but even I must bow 
before the chariot and confess myself beaten. I am sure I do not 
understand its complexities.” 

Apollo began buffing his fingernails on the front of his tunic and 
affected regret. “Well, I’d love to explain them to you, but there are 
some tilings men were not made to know.” 

“Of course not.” 

“But since you ask — ” Before Odysseus could speak, the god had 
leapt onto the platform, dragging all three men along with him. “It’s 
really a pretty simple idea, but brilliant at the same time.” 

His fingers danced gracefully over the jewels, and to the men’s 
astonishment they began to light up, and glowing figures of jade 
danced over the plates of obsidian. Beneath them the floor stalled 
throbbing like a drum. 

“Now I’m telling you this,” Apollo said, with a knowing wink in 
Odysseus’ direction, “because I know you’re the sort of guy who’ll 
appreciate a good trick. You see, I had a problem.” 

“You? Never!” 

“Yes, me. Hard to believe, isn’t it? But there I was, Apollo, the Sun 
God, with a problem. And the problem? That I was the Sun God! I 
had to drive this stupid chariot all around the world every single 
day, fighting those damned horses and sweating like a pig because 
the sun was so hot. But I had to do it — I’m the Sun God, aren’t I? 
Sounds like a serious problem, eh?” 

“Desperate,” Odysseus said. “I’d have been at a complete loss.” 
“Of course you would,” Apollo agreed good-naturedly. “You’re just 
a man. But I’m a god, so I said to myself, ‘Apollo, you’ve got to find a 
way not to have to drive this chariot anymore.’ At first I tried haring 
someone else do it, but after that half-wit Phaethon scorched half 
the earth, I gave that one up. You would have given up then, wouldn’t 
you, and resigned yourself to driving this damned chariot forever?” 
Odysseus admitted that he would have. 

“You’re right you would have. But not me — I’m Apollo. So I sat 
down and had myself a good think. And then I went to see the Ora- 
cle at Delphi.” 

With growing comprehension, Odysseus listened to the Sun God 
describe his attempts to wriggle out of his responsibilities. He had 
gone to the Oracle and asked her if he would ever not have to drive 
the Chariot of the Sun. 

“And she said there would be a time, but that it was far away. So 
I told her to show me that time. Now here’s something most people 

Continued on page 80 
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Dreamers of futuristic hardware have 
always been the heart and soul of SF art. 

Gadget 

Artists 

RETURN 

BY VINCENT DI FATE 
AND ROGER REED 



F ashions change, and like all things 
in the world of commerce, what sold a 
product yesterday — even in science 
fiction — might not necessarily do so 
today. It was inevitable that trends in 
gadget art have therefore come and 
gone many times over the years, but 
the specialty remains one of the most important 
visual signatures of the genre. 

The story of the great gadget artists neither 
began nor ended with the revered Frank R. Paul, 
though there is little denying that his work brought 
into sharp focus both the commercial and artistic via- 
bility of technological art. In a veritable sea of garish 
and energetically fashioned pulp magazine covers, 
paintings of fantastic hardware drew a growing audi- 
ence of SF readers to them like iron filings to a mag- 
net. Predating Paul by decades, however, were Euro- 
pean artists such as Albert Robida, Paul Hardy, Fred 
T. Jane and Warwick Goble. Although most, of these 
talented individuals are now all but forgotten, Goble 




lingers in memory for his vivid illustrations 
for the H. G. Wells novel The War of the 
Worlds for Pea rson ’s Magazine, and Jane is 
known only as the founder of Ja ne’s All the 
World's Aircraft, the definitive catalog of the 
aviation industry, wliich has been published 
annually since 1909. 

In America, preceding the heyday of the 
pulp magazines, the fledgling hardcover 
book industry used the talents of artists 
Robert A. Graef, Joseph Clement Coll, N. C. 
Wyeth and J. Alien St. John to illustrate the 
increasing number of science fiction novels 
which were making their way into print St. 
John, a favorite of author Edgar- Rice Bur- 
roughs, excelled at depicting harrowing 
images of heroic fantasy, and although he is 
largely forgotten, he helped define a spe- 
cialty in which later artists such as Frank 
Frazetta, Boris Vallejo, Rowena Morrill and 



Manuel Sanjulian would attain a degree of 
international celebrity. 

Wyeth, a student of tire seminal illustrator 
Howard Pyle and patriarch of the famous 
family of American painters which includes 
both Andrew and Jamie Wyeth, illustrated 
Verne’s The Mysterious Island, a sequel to 
that author’s earlier masterpiece, 20,000 
Leagues Under the Sea, But alas, the elder 
Wyeth painted not a single rivet of Captain 
Nemo’s phantom submarine, the Nautilus. 
It took another Pyle student, William J. Ayl- 
ward, noted for his renderings of maritime 
subjects, to do the gadget specialty justice 
with his paintings for a 1924 U. S. edition of 
20,000 Leagues. Aylward’s painterly, impres- 
sionistic images for the Verne novel were an 
eerie evocation of Nemo’s vast and mysteri- 
ous undersea universe. 

Among the more talented illustrators of 



the pulps were Earle K. Bergey and Frank 
Kelly Freas, both noted for their skill in cre- 
ating fantastic though Credible characters. 
Though less well known for their gadget ait, 
these gentlemen nonetheless produced 
paintings for the magazines among the best 
known paintings of their kind. Freas’ cover 
for the October 1953 Astounding Science 
Fiction, for instance, found new life some 
three decades later when it resurfaced as the 
jacket art for a record album by the rock 
group Queen. 

Working initially outside the genre maga- 
zines, painter Chesley Bonestell, regarded by 
many as the greatest astronomical artist of 
all, had his breathtaking planetary land- 
scapes appear with great frequency through- 
out the 1950s in such upscale publications 
as Look, Life, Collier's Weekly and Comet. 
His book collaborations with such rocketry 
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experts as Wemher von Braun and Willy Ley 
helped to form public opinion about both the 
practicality and the desirability of space 
travel. Always meticulously rendered and 
sedate, Bonestell’s pieces captured the vast 
grandeur of the universe in a manner that 
even now seems completely tenable, despite 
the fact that deep space probes such as Voy- 
ager and the like have proven many of his 
visual extrapolations to be inaccurate. 
Indeed, the cosmos he portrayed was far 
more regal than the barren, inhospitable 
void we’ve just begun to know. 

The significant formative leap in artistic 
development for the gadget specialty came 
in the early years of the 1950s and was ush- 
ered in with the arrival of the first major sci- 
ence fiction titles to appeal- in mass-market 
paperback editions. Three influential new 
talents emerged in the softcover book field, 




Stanley Meltzoff, Robert E. Schulz and 
Richard M. Powers. Highly skilled realistic 
painters, both Meltzoff and Schulz quickly 
advanced from mid-list assignments to doing 
covers for mainstream lead titles. Powers, 
more predisposed toward abstract realism, 
set off on his own unique path, sticking close 
to the genre by producing distinctive images 
which were more evocative of SF than spe- 
cific to the field’s long established icons. 
Still, many of Powers’ paintings are unques- 
tionably technological in nature even if they 
are not readily identifiable as pictures of 
futuristic hardware. 

Neither Schulz nor Meltzoff were particu- 
larly familiar with SF and both clung stead- 
fastly to the kind of academic realism which 
has proven over the nearly half century since 
their work first appeared to be the very 
lifeblood of American paperback art. Of the 



LEFT: Richard Powers uses his mastei'y 
of abstract surrealism to convey almost 
incomprehensible futuiistic technology. 
ABOVE: William J. Ayhvard, famed 
throughout his career for his nautical 
paintings, used that ability to the fullest 
in this striking image for Jules Verne’s 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea. 
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two, Meltzoff was the more traditional 
painter, using the time-honored technique of 
chiaroscuro, a style of depicting the subject 
emerging from darkness to catch the light, 
thus producing a sense of depth and a feel- 
ing of atmosphere. More of a pragmatist, 
Schulz worked diligently to render all ele- 
ments of his illust rations in terms of finely 
resolved detail. 

Paul Lehr, a student of Stanley Meltzoffs 
at Pratt University in Brooklyn during the 
early 1950s, eventually became one of the 
most prolific SF paperback artists of the 
1960s. Lehr’s use of blight colors and con- 
ventional SF symbols such as bug-eyed mon- 
sters, cityscapes, rocket ships, craggy, 
mountainous moon-like landscapes and mul- 
tiple planets made his covers enormously 
appealing. A fellow alumnus of Pratt, Jolui 



Schoenherr was also highly active during 
that period, particularly at Analog Science 
Fiction/Science Fact and for such paper- 
back houses as Pyramid and Ace Books. 
Best known in SF circles for his ability to 
create convincing aliens, Schoenherr’s gad- 
get art holds its own with the best of the spe- 
cialty and show's his versatility in handling a 
range of subjects. Active in the magazine 
field mainly during the late ’60s, Jack 
Gaughan seemed for a time to strike a suc- 
cessful balance between the abstract flavor 
of Powers and the bright and more accessi- 
ble imagery of Lehr. Some of his best work 
was the tech art he created for the paper- 
back market. 

With the 1968 release of the Stanley 
Kubrick science fiction film opus 2001: A 
Space Odyssey, Dean Ellis, who had been 



doing the cover illustrations for Bantam’s 
extensive line of Ray Bradbury books, began 
experimenting with gadget subjects. A 
meticulous craftsman who had long con- 
tributed to such science-oriented publica- 
tions as Popular Mechanics and Popular 
Science, Ellis’ first ventures into the realm 
of high-tech space art were both artistically 
successful and highly popular. He was quite 
prolific t hroughout t he 1970s. Other impor- 
tant gadget artists to emerge duiing the post- 
2001, pr e-Star Wars decade include Vincent 
Di Fate, Chris Foss and Paul Alexander. 
Artists of note who worked outside of the 
literary field but whose ait was unquestion- 
ably SF were Syd Mead and Robert T. 
McCall. McCall, in fact, had executed a 
series of poster paintings for Kubrick’s 2001, 
and Mead, whose activities had focused 



74 




mainly on product design until the late ’60s, 
went on to work on such well-regarded SF 
films as Blade Runner, Aliens and 2010. 

Rounding out our brief Who’s Who of gad- 
get artists is John C. Berkey, who began free- 
lancing in 1963 after leaving the firm of 
Brown and Bigelow, where he painted 
mainly historical subjects and landscapes 
for calendars. Although he painted several 
SF paperback covers in the ’60s, it wasn’t 
until the mid-1970s that Berkey’s efforts in 
the genre became fruitful, with the Ballan- 
tine reissue of Frederik Pohl’s Star Science 
Fiction anthologies. Berkey’s unusual blend- 
ing of impressionistic painting techniques 
and an almost photographic underlying real- 
ism has created enormous demand for his 
work over the last 25 years. 

The fun of gadget art is in seeing how 




LEFT: In the ‘60s, Syd Mead created this 
painting for a U. S. Steel project aimed at 
encouraging the use of steel in the manu- 
facture of Amei'ican products. 

ABOVE: John Schoenheir's ‘60s cove r 
painting for Analog conveyed his trade- 
mark ai r of high drama and pervading 
sense of mystery. BELOW: The Meticulous 
realist Robert Emil Schulz painted the 
cover for the first mass market paperback 
printing of Isaac Asimov’s story collection 
I, Robot. 



inventive the artist can be in pushing the lim- 
its of credibility without stepping over the 
line — and how often the artist’s solution to 
the visual problem can be completely unex- 
pected, no matter how often he has por- 
trayed the same subject in the past. The con- 
tinued presence of many of the artists 
mentioned here, along with the addition of 
the many newcomers to the specialty, would 
seem to ensure that hardware art will per- 
sist as a durable fixture of science fiction 
picture-making far into the future. □ 
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Games 

By Lawrence Schimel 



Be prepared to save tomorrow’s ecology 
in Jump Raven’s complex future. 



A fast-paced cyber- 
future beckons 
before you in the 
latest CD-ROM from 
Cyberflix. Cover art 
by Mark Maxwell. 
BELOW: A cockpit 
view of the action. 




W HO WOULD’VE THOUGHT THAT THE GREEN 
House Effect would happen so fast,” 
muses Susan Chatterji as she HoloFaxes 
you the mission background in the open- 
ing of Cyberflix’s new release, Jump Raven. “When was 
it that tilings really stalled warming up? Wasn’t it duiing 
the last Clinton administration...? Hillary’s, not Bill’s.” 
This joke is both part of the premise behind Jump 
Raven, which posits a politically fractured and partially 
submerged near-future, and also an example of the 
humor which infuses the game, in and around its fast- 
paced arcade action. 

You are Jump Raven, a renegade pilot hired by the 
Environmental Security Agency (ESA) to recover stolen 
nitrogen pods containing the DNA of extinct birds and 
animals. A band of Skinheads hijacked the pods as they 
were being prepared for relocation from the old Bronx 
Zoo out to Kansas City, Missouri 
where they would be safe from the 
rising water levels; the pods are 
now being fenced throughout New 
York City. 

Despite its politically correct 
overtures (effort is made to make 
the cast ethnically diverse and 
more or less equally balanced in 
terms of gender) and the rather 
altruistic moral overtones of your 
mission, Jump Raven is as basely 



trigger-happy in its mentality as the neo-Nazi gang war 
being fought in the Bronx. Your score is based on your 
cash level, which can be augmented by earning boun- 
ties from destroying enemy vehicles and, more dramat- 
ically, by successfully collecting pods. To keep scores 
from growing rampantly out of bounds, you must use 
your cash to refuel, repair your ship, and purchase new 
ammunition. 

This refresliingly realistic approach is taken a step fur- 
ther, in that even though the supply vehicles will con- 
veniently come to you out in the field just when you are 
running low, you must rendezvous with them within a 
short time of their alerting you to their presence and 
clear the rendezvous site of enemy fire, or they will bail 
out on you. Therefore, while it may at first seem best to 
load up on expensive weaponry, it is important to bal- 
ance your spending in order to have reserves of cash to 
spend on fuel or ship repairs, at times when you might 
not have the opportunity to earn cash with kills or pods. 

The action of Jump Raven is fast and entertaining, 
but it is in the characters surrounding the game play 
where Jump Raven clearly excels. While the majority of 
such characters are seen only during the long opening 
while you outfit your craft, they are among the most 
entertaining and interactive sequences of the game. 

You must select a copilot from among a possible six 
candidates (although some are already out on assign- 
ment). A large point in Jump Raven’s favor is the fact 
that all of the copilots are flawed in their own ways, and 
you must balance their strengths and weaknesses with 
your own in order to successfully complete your mission. 

You select a copilot based on profiles of each individ- 
ual, and you have a chance to interview each of them. 
The interview process is extremely important if only to 
acquaint you with the timbre of your potential copilot’s 
voice, as well as giving you an inkling of the kind of 
humor they will bombard you with during actual play. 
Lieutenant Niki Nakamora, a trigger-happy Shakespeare 
scholar from Sarah Lawrence, laces her conversation 
with “the sweet smoke of rhetoric.” Lieutenant Chablis 
(“Y’know, like the wine”) Sedgwick is, like, easily dis- 
tracted as, y’know, she, like, chatters on in her, like, 
totally media-laden mall-rat monologues. “Dogstar,” 
meanwhile, has a foul mouth and a temper to match (he 
is, no doubt, largely responsible for the MA rating on 
this game). 

These interviews, alas, give a 
poor illusion of interaction; while 
true interaction is, of course, 
impossible, your dialogue choices 
are completely prescripted: you 
select from a list of possible ques- 
tions, which disappear after they 
are asked so you can’t even repeat 
a question. 

The graphics are, by and large, 
chunky, with the exception of a 
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few flashy trailer sequences before and 
between arcade sessions. While dubbed an 
“interactive movie,” Jump Raven disap- 
points if one is seeking a graphics-heavy 
plot-based adventure such as the interactive 
movie pioneer Spaceship Warlock; rather, it 
is an entertaining shoot-em-up arcade game 
with occasional “movie” peripherals. 

Jump Raven prides itself on its 12 tracks 
of original music. They are not, however, all 
immediately available, being instead stag- 
gered four to each of the legs of your jour- 
ney. While sampling these four albums is 
fun, the soundtracks quickly become both- 
ersome in their incessance, especially as 
they continue to play during sequences 
when you need to hear important informa- 
tion. Fortunately, the sound can be disabled, 
leaving you free to heed the sounds emanat- 
ing from your video linkup. 

At various times others will override your 
copilot and appear on the video link. Pri- 
marily these will be the supply vehicles noti- 
fying you of their presence, although the 
enemy will also break into your bandwidth 
to utter curses and threats. These interrup- 
tions are irksome, no doubt an intentional 
move to encourage the pleasure you feel 
each time you waste another one of them. 

One of the delights of Jump Raven is 
browsing the ammo selection at Anus Mart 
(“Sterling technology for a tarnished world”). 
There are a handful of models and brands 
for each weapon type, each with its own 
brief mini-commercial, which the Weapons 
Lady will recite upon demand. As you go on 
your weapons-buying spree, she also com- 
ments (with a too-limited vocabulary) on 
your selections. Admittedly, after a few 
shopping trips to the Arms Mart, you 
become a jaded consumer who hurries 
through to the express counter, in hopes of 
getting on with the game. Nonetheless, the 
Weapons Lady is a welcome respite as she 
appears at various moments during play to 
replenish your ammunition supply, if you 
have the cash to afford anything. 

At this point, the interactive movie and the 
arcade game are still separate entities, 
although they are much more closely- 
merged than they were in Lunicus. Jump 
Raven’s main strengths, however, are its wit 
and, if you can be appeased by such, its 
arcade action. 

Although it hardly influences the game at 
all, the world created for Jump Raven is 
complex and entertaining. Much worldview 
information, and also wit, is revealed in the 
advertisements, which run during the open- 
ing cinematography and also during the 
debriefing, since the ESA is so broke it was 
forced to sell bandwidths at the bottom of 
their HoloFaxes to corporate sponsors such 
as GeneEx (“Perfect Children Every Time. 
Guaranteed S.A.T. scores!) or Beauty 
Repairs, which is offering a half-price sale 
on melanoma removals. 

Cyberflix has signed a three title distribu- 
tion contract with Paramount Interactive, of 
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which Jump Raven is the second title. Com- 
ing in December is a Western interactive 
movie, which should be as drastically 
improved from Jump Raven as Jump Raven 
is from Lunicus, and interesting if only for 
its less pedestrian setting and subject mat- 
ter. Judging by the improvements on their 
Dream Factory platform since Lunicus , I 
can easily envision Cyberflix successfully 
riding off into the sunset with their forth- 
coming A Tale of the Wired West. □ 



Recent and Recommended 

•The cantina sequence from Star Wars 
may be everyone’s favorite SF movie scene. 
The love of science fiction and the love of 
things alien walk hand in hand, no matter 
how many fingers those hands may have. 
Gamers playing in George Lucas’ popular 
universe will surely want to keep their inter- 
stellar species straight. Star Wars Galaxy 
Guide 4: Alien Races, by Troy Denning and 
Chuck Truett (West End Games, trade paper- 
back, 96 pages) provides details for over 30 
alien species on cultures, lifestyles and 
behaviors. Not only do the authors give you 
the temperaments and personalities of the 
aliens pictured, but they also provide the 
methods and rationale for using each in play. 
The conceit of the volume is that it has been 
written by Sentientologist Obo Rin for the 
Lord Darth Vader himself, and contains 
information on everything from the 
extremely violent Abyssins to the Xi’Decs, 
an insectoid species with over 180 genders. 
Candidate for alien-you-least-want-to-run 
into-a-dark-alley is a member of the Charon, 
intelligent arachnoid killing machines whose 
death cult makes it their religious responsi- 
bility to help all they meet into the Void. This 
volume is revised and expanded for use with 
Star Wars: The Roleplaying Game, Second 
Edition. 

•Ray Winneger’s Undergivund became a 
hit last year with a future, mutated Los Ange- 
les that’s great fun to visit, but you wouldn’t 
want to live there — because you’d probably 
die there instead. This year, a new dimension 
is added to a world where fly-by killings are 
common in Underground: L.A. Campaign 
Sourcepack (Mayfair Games, Inc.). The 
Underground is made up of supersoldiers 
returned from wars in Africa and Asia to a 
corrupted country that now fears them. 
Their motto in this 2021 A.D. Los Angeles is, 
“They made this city a hellhole, now we’ve 
got to change it!” This boxed sourcepack 
contains two 64-page plot and setting guides, 
16 folio sheets of the most important people 
and places in Underground, 16 pages of full 
color props and handouts (including graft 
checks endorsed by crooked politicians), a 
poster map of South-Central and the East 
Side, plus a complete issue of future news- 
paper USA Alive, which includes a quote 
from then President Foster: “The Iraqis can 
produce a reliable mid-size car for under 
$120,000; why can’t we?” Recommended for 
player and readers alike. 
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", Dismounted " 18" x 24" 

•Dismounted" by a colossal leap and some 
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" Backward Nightmare" 18" x 24" 

111 ‘Backward Nighimare' two astronauts 
discover peril on a distant planetoid. 

Can the spacemen be saved, or are the 
space lilies a sad requiem? 

For the first time, the art of Sean 
McGehee is available in limited edition 
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plus $4.00 postage. 
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A Minor Odyssey 

Continued from page 69 

don’t know about the Oracle— not only 
can she tell people the future, she can show 
it to them. She only does it for special peo- 
ple — people like me, you know, great gods 
and that sort of thing. So I told her to show 
me the place. It was called Twenty-First Cen- 
tury. I don’t know where it was, and I’ve never 
seen it when I cross the sky, but it was filled 
with marvelous inventions. One of them was 
called the ‘internal combustion engine’ 
(which you couldn’t understand, being only 
humans), and another was called ‘cruise 
control’ (which would baffle you even more 
than the ‘internal combustion engine’).” 

Apollo had looked up at the sun in tire Ora- 
cle’s vision, and when he saw that it was still 
making its daily voyage across the sky, he 
understood the meaning of the vision. 

“So I went to Hephaestus and told him what 
I had seen of the ‘internal combustion engine’ 
and ‘cruise control,’ and that got him thinking.’’ 

Jason burst out: “And he built this beauti- 
ful chariot!” 

“No,” Apollo said, frowning briefly, “actu- 
ally the first three or four chariots he built 
were ugly little things of steel, and they 
couldn’t do what I wanted. They could haul 
the sun without horses, which made the trip 
easier, and once he got ‘cruise control’ down 
I didn’t have to worry about controlling the 
speed, but I still had to go. And no matter 
how easy tire trip was, it still took all day. 

“So I explained to him again what the 
‘cruise control’ of Twenty-First Century was 
like, and he finally understood what I 
wanted. That was when he built this.” 

He stroked tire jewels and plates of obsid- 
ian lovingly, smiling again. 

“And this ‘cruise control,”’ Odysseus asked 
after a pause, “it means you don’t have to 
drive the chariot? That the chariot drives 
itself?” 

“Exactly! You are quick! No horses or dri- 
ver — nothing. I keep the horses out back 
now. But I’m afraid we must get off, because 
it’s almost sunrise.” 

He herded them off, pressed a few more 
jewels on the chariot, and then got off him- 
self. With a wave of his hand he opened the 
ponderous doors of the stable, and a 
moment later the chariot shuddered and 
began to roll forward on its own. 

The three men watched with wide eyes as 
it drove itself out of the stable and then, in a 
burst of flame, shot away from the street, 
glowing brighter and brighter. 

“You don’t get the full effect of the sun 
warming up from here,” Apollo apologized. 
“Zeus has a patio with a great view — I should 
have taken you there." 

“That’s all right," Odysseus said. “This was 
most impressive. We thank you very much. 
That chariot is certainly the cleverest thing 
ever.” 

Apollo beamed. “Yes, it is, isn’t it?” 
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Then Jason burst out again: “But what do 
you do? I mean, what do you do now that 
you have nothing to do?" 

“What do I do? Why, whatever I want, 
whenever I want. I only have to be here in 
the morning, to fire the chariot up.” Then, 
with a wink and a leer and an elbow in the 
ribs that left Jason breathless, Apollo added: 
“And believe me, there are a lot of nymphs 
who wish I didn’t even have to do that. Now, 
you three had better get out of here. Humans 
aren’t allowed in Olympus without a god to 
accompany them, and there’s a certain river 
girl who needs my accompaniment right 
now.” 

T hey stole out of Olympus as 

quickly as they could, and only 
discussed their adventure once 
they were well down the slopes of 
the mountain. 

“I have to admit,” Jason said, “you were 
right, Oddy. There was something wrong 
with the sun.” 

Odysseus only grunted. He had been sunk 
in thought ever since Apollo left them in the 
stable. 

“Hard to believe," Jason went on. “No one 
driving the sun. Next thing you know, Posei- 
don will find some way to make the waves 
roll on their own, and Mars will retire and 
start calling himself an old veteran, and then 
Zeus will set up a lightning machine... who 
knows where it will all end?” 

“It will end when we find this place called 
Twenty-First Century. Probably even before. 
And the gods will have nothing to do with it.” 
Both Jason and Herakles stopped in their 
tracks, shocked both by Odysseus’ tone and 
the implied heresy. He whirled and faced 
them, his face grim. 

“It’ll end because the gods will die, and 
they will die because no one will believe in 
them. And no one will believe in them 
because they’re a bunch of vain, selfish, irre- 
sponsible children. Just look at Apollo! He 
tries to shirk the very thing that makes him 
a god, first by trying to blame poor 
Phaethon, then by perverting the Oracle — 
his own mouthpiece! All to dally with a few 
moonstruck nymphs! He didn’t even recog- 
nize Herakles, and he’s a demigod! All he had 
eyes and thoughts for was how clever he 
was and how easily he’d weaseled out of his 
job!” 

Jason grimaced. “Come now, Oddy, isn’t 
that a bit strong?” 

“No! If anything, it’s not strong enough! I’m 
through with gods — and you know what 
else? I’m through with these stupid adven- 
tures, too. I’m too old for this. Now let’s go 
home— I left Telemachus and Penelope in 
charge, and if I know them they’ve got the 
house full of suitors already.” 

Then, without waiting for them, he shook 
his gray-haired head angrily and set off at a 
quick pace down the slopes of Olympus. 
Jason and Herakles shared a look of disbelief, 
and then hurried after him. □ 
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Comics 

By Paul Di Filippo 



Topps returns to its cult classic 
as Mars Attacks .. . again! 



Mi ddle America 
makes first contact 
with a visitor from 
the red planet. Art 
by Earl Norem. 




R ed’s Used bookshop kept old comics 
unbagged and unorganized, loose and sloppy 
in several cardboard cartons. Sorting through 
them was a dusty, musty, delicate and excit- 
ing job, as I never knew what I would discover, con- 
cealed beneath the crumbling upper layers. Watched 
over shiftily by Red himself— a sleazy, vulpine part-time 
bookie, his trademark thinning red hair slicked back 
with Wildroot, looking like a poor man’s Jerry Lee 
Lewis — I would search for back issues of Action and 
Detective , to supplement the nin of current numbers I 
was laboriously building. I could easily spend hours at 
this pursuit, but was limited by the amount of time 
which my mother or grandparents were willing to spend 
sitting outside in the car. 

One thing I noticed when I began collecting the 
comics of the early ’50s was that they lacked a certain 
distinctive cover emblem I was quite familiar with, and 
which had provoked some idle speculation. 

The badge of the Comics Code Authority (CCA). 
Studying every nuance of my comics, I had fastened 
on this inexplicable crest, this universal imprimatur. My 
speculations finally settled on the likelihood that it rep- 
resented an organization akin to the Justice League of 
America: a group of dedicated, selfless experts— possi- 
bly possessed of super-powers— who were charged with 
ensuring that every issue of every comic should be as 



visually exciting, thought-provoking and dramatic as 
possible, under penalty of cosmic-ray mutation, disin- 
tegration, or banishment to the Phantom Zone. 

Why this group ever continued to allow the existence 
of, say, Millie the Model , I was never able to understand. 

Imagine my chagrin when I eventually learned the 
true story, which we all know. 

Briefly: in 1954, the appearance of Fredric Wertham’s 
notoriously closed-minded and ham-handed book, 
Seduction of the Innocent, sparked Congressional heal - 
ings on the comics industry, the charges being the stan- 
dard ones of excessive sex and violence. These were the 
PMRC hearings of their decade, with MAD magazine 
publisher Bill Gaines in the Frank Zappa role, dead- 
pannedly elaborating on whether one severed part was 
more ghoulish than another, and in what juxtaposition. 

In a rather craven, but completely understandable move 
of self-censorship, hoping to forestall actual legislation, 
the industry created the CCA, which would police all 
titles for objectionable content. 

And so, for a while, good taste ruled. 

That is, until 1962 and the publication of a series of 
Topps bubblegum cards titled Mars Attacks, which fell 
outside the purview of the CCA, despite being essen- 
tially a comic in serial form. 

These 55 cards, now a prime collectible with a mint 
set fetching $2000, were a reprise of the great Wellsian 
theme of invasion from Mars, with several distinctive 
features unique to the period. 

Auteur Len Brown recalls the genesis of these ’60s 
pop artifacts, and some of the lynch-mob hullabaloo that 
eventually came to surround them. 

“The previous year we had done a series of cards on 
the Civil War,” Brown remembered, “and the way we 
thought to make it commercial was to put a lot of blood 
and guts into it, a lot of gore, figuring that under the 
guise of history we’d get away with it. And we pretty 
much did. There was no furor, no reaction to it. We even 
had letters from teachers complimenting us on making 
history interesting to the kids. Then we had the idea to 
do a science fiction-based set of cards, again with blood 
and guts and gore. Boy, the newspapers picked up on 
this immediately, saying, ‘What ever happened to the 
company that used to put out baseball cards? They’ve 
gone from baseball to blood!’ We got very bad press, and 
it actually caused us to pull the series. We never went 
national with it — distribution was limited to the East 
Coast— which is probably why it’s such a collectible 
today.” 

Certainly the original Mars Attacks reflected Brown’s 
avowed delight in the gruesome EC line that included 
such titles as Weird Science and Vault of Honor. (“I 
grew up as one of those oddball kids in the neighbor- 
hood in the ’50s, collecting comics, a big fan of science 
fiction movies.”) The corpse-like nature of the Topps 
Martians— exposed brains, skull faces, rotting neck ten- 
dons, improbable bulging eyes loose in their sockets— 
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plainly upped the horror quotient of Wells’ 
originals. No longer could there be possible 
empathy with another intelligent species, 
however different. These were nightmare 
creatures, precursors of Romero’s zombies. 

And the lust for destruction exhibited by 
the Martians was simultaneously more petty 
and more horrific than anything of which 
Wells’ “intellects cool and vast” would have 
been capable. It was impossible to view the 
card “Destroying a Dog,” in which a Martian 
graphically fries a pet 
before the eyes of its 
owner, and not be appalled. 

Brown’s Martians were the 
Bloods and Crips of their 
day, pulling a drive-by 
shooting on the Earth. 

When the siege of Topps 
set in, Mars Attacks 
became the bogeyman of 
the moment, foreshadow- 
ing our current debate 
over trading cards featur- 
ing mass murderers and 
dictators, beside which the 
Topps cards appear whole- 
some and creatively witty. 

This infamous history 
might explain why it has 
taken Topps some 32 years to follow up the 
success of Mars Attacks. (Brown says it was 
only in the mid-’70s that he even realized the 
cards had become a legend, selling for “a 
buck apiece back then, which was big 
money, considering we originally sold them 
for a penny apiece.”) Finally, however, the 
company is poised to do so in a big way. 

Starting in May of this year, Topps will 
release a five-issue series also called Mars 
Attacks (each issue 32 pages, $2.95). (Sev- 
eral years ago, Topps licensed a tiny inde- 
pendent publisher to produce a four-issue 
minicomic on the theme, which never 
achieved wide circulation.) Also to appear 
will be separately sold card sets: the original 
55 cards will be reprinted, and 35 new ones 
stylistically similar to the old will follow. 

Trading cards have changed quite a bit 
over the past 30 years, a fact which Brown 
somewhat regrets. 

“Prices of cards today are prohibitive to a 
lot of young kids. We don’t aim card sets at 
the young kids so much anymore. The whole 
thing has gone upscale. Foil, UV coating 
front and back. No more of the gray card- 
board backs!” 

Artists unconnected with the main comic 
book will be doing a few of the new cards. 
This includes Mark Schultz, of Cadillacs and 
Dinosaurs fame, and A1 Williamson. Also on 
board is Zina Saunders, daughter of Norm 
Saunders, who was the painter of the origi- 
nal cards. 

Lamentably missing from the current ros- 
ter will be the legendary Wally Wood, who 
died in 1981, and who, Brown reveals, did 
some preliminary roughs for the original 
sequence, although he was not heavily 



involved in the final cards. 

Len Brown heads the current effort, and the 
creative team includes Keith Giffen, Charles 
John Adlard, John Workman, Terry Austin. 
Dave Simons, Earl Norem and Ken Steacy. 
The younger artists have all been longtime 
fans of the original, but bring a decidedly mod- 
em ap-proach to the new material. 

While still retaining their corpse-like 
appearance, the ’90s Martians have a sleek 
Aliens overlay. Physically dominating the 
panels, they radiate men- 
ace. Their homeworld is 
convincingly exotic, all 
hardware and starships 
are state-of-the-art, and the 
scenes of mass-destruc- 
tion — always guaranteed 
to evoke a frisson of terror 
and guilty delight — are by 
turns panoramic and de- 
tailed. Biological weaponry, 
unexplored in the original 
series, lends a fresh gloss 
to the more familiar scenes 
of flaming buildings and 
aerial bombardments. 

Every issue will feature 
two stories. The first — 
and longer — one will por- 
tray the contemporary action. The second 
and shorter will offer a flashback to the orig- 
inal confrontation, exploring those roots and 
illuminating the present. 

In Issue One, the prequel details the initial 
misunderstanding which led the Martians to 
launch their (as it appears) abortive ’60s 
attack, and even seeks to humanize the 
aliens somewhat. Thankfully, the wishy- 
washy “good” Martians are soon radicalized 
by human aggression and become bent on 
mindless and savage revenge — although 
even in the contemporary half of the story, 
we see a remnant faction protesting against 
the terrestrial genocide. 

Rather than follow the modem attack 
through the eyes of a single viewpoint char- 
acter, the authors have chosen to cut quickly 
among a number of disparate locales and 
persons. Such an approach has its pluses 
and minuses. While good at conveying the 
magnitude of the disaster, it somewhat min- 
imizes identification with any one set of 
characters. My bet for a central role are the 
crisis-battered personnel of a Boston hospi- 
tal: Administrator Hardaway, Nurse MacKay, 
and staff hacker Winston, a human and 
appealing bunch. 

Can Mars Attacks be successfully up- 
dated, or is it doomed merely to recapitulate 
past glories? Certainly, it will not be able to 
provoke the same kind of outrage the origi- 
nal did. Circumstances and mores have 
changed too much, and the ante of outra- 
geousness is too high for a mainstream pub- 
lisher like Topps to meet, even if such were 
their intent, which is far from the case. In 
fact, Brown sees the new project as appeal- 
ing both to nostalgic adults and “young kids 
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seeing it for the first time.” But based on the 
initial issue (which includes a full-color, 
poster depicting the 1962 cards), the new Mars 
Attacks might just succeed on its own terms. 

Many suspenseful moments are sure to 
await readers in future issues. Will Earth sur- 
vive? Will the Martians be repelled? Will 
peace triumph? 

I wouldn’t bet my pooch on it. □ 



Recent and Recommended 

•Walter Simonson, known for such sci- 
ence fictional comic books as Aliens, Dr. 
Fate, Manhunter, Thor and Jurassic Park, 
goes back 25 years in time to bring us an idea 
from thousands of years in the future. Star 
Slammers (Malibu Comics, 32 pages, full 
color, $2.50) began as a series of black and 
white minicomics put together by Simonson 
to promote a bid for holding the 1972 World 
Science Fiction Convention in Washington, 
D.C. The fan group won its bid, and Simon- 
son went on to become one of the top writer- 
artist-editors in the comics field. Now his 
heart is back firmly in SF where it belongs. 
“For some reason I seem more able to liber- 
ate myself graphically in science fiction than 
in traditional comics," he says. Set thou- 
sands of years in the future, Star Slammers 
is the name of a business organization made 
up of the most successful mercenaries in the 
universe. They’re so good at what they do 
that with one Slammer against an entire star- 
ship of enemies, the odds are basically even. 
Simonson likens his galaxy-spanning mini- 
series to Cordwainer Smith’s Instrumental- 
ity of Mankind and Robert Heinlein’s 
Future Histoi'y story cycles, as he will be 
jumping all over the time-line in his tales of 
the 1000-year-old mercenary force. Since the 
ideas for the Star Slammers have been bub- 
bling in Simonson’s brain for a quarter of a 
century, it will be. worth seeing how this five- 
issue miniseries turns out. 

•In 1990, Frank Miller and Dave Gibbons 
debuted Give Me Liberty: An Amencan 
Dream, a miniseries about 17-year-old 
African-American Martha Washington’s 
escape from the Cabrini Green housing pro- 
ject and her attempts to survive in a future 
America that was splintering apart under 
racism, poverty and the fruits of terrorism. 
Her creators won an Eisner Award, and now 
they and their feisty heroine are back. 
Martha Washington Goes to War (Dark 
Home, 32 pages, full color, $2.95) picks up 
Washington at age 19 in the year 2014, when 
she becomes embroiled in a war between 
the U.S. Government and the Fat Boy Burger 
Corporation. Miller, who was responsible for 
the revamping of Daredevil and is currently 
writing and drawing the critically acclaimed 
Sin City, and Gibbons, who was the artist 
on Watchmen, the graphic novel which won 
a Hugo Award in 1988, are talents to be 
trusted. With civil war threatening to destroy 
America, Martha Washington may be the 
only one who can save us. 
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Lucy Tenace 

Continued, from page 63 

“And it’s up to us now,” Eve said. They 
stopped halfway between the two houses 
and looked back at the one they had left. 
Although the changes weren’t yet visible, the 
entire structure was being reduced to its 
constituent atoms for reuse... someday. It 
was a subtle destruction, not at all exciting. 

“We can speed things along a little,” Adam 
said when they stalled walking toward their 
home again. “You don’t have to carry our 
babies to term. We can use cloning equip- 
ment to speed things along.” 

“Maybe,” Eve said. She lay her head 
against his shoulder. “Let me think about it. 
Anyway, we’re going to start our babies the 
traditional way.” 

SEVEN. 

It was the biggest party in more seasons 
than Lucy Tenace cared to remember. In 
more ways than one. The guest list was con- 
siderably longer than usual. Lucy’s own 
apartment had been insufficient, so she had 
contracted for additional space. There had 
been considerable inconvenience to the 
planning of this soiree, but now— looking at 
the results— Lucy decided that the effort had 
been worth it. 

“No one will even dare to throw a party 
for the next year, my dear,” Deva Kavers 
said. “They’ll know it won’t be possible to 
match what the two of you have come up 
with. Such a wicked coup!” 

“We have tried, my dear,” Lucy replied 
with the widest grin she thought attractive. 

“And I thought that what’s-his-name, all 
those years back, was the final end of every- 
thing!" Deva continued. “Viktor Congreve,” 
she said, finally recalling the name. “It’s too 
bad he turned out to be so. . .unreliable. That 
hoax about taking one of our kind along 
when he emigrated." 

Lucy’s smile was thinner now, but the inci- 
dent had been far enough in the past that she 
no longer blushed at the memory of the 
scene Viktor had caused after the party. And, 
in truth, this party would never have been 
possible without that scene. 

Deva twittered away from Lucy as she 
spotted someone else to favor with her 
observations. 

“We have set the world on it’s ear, haven’t 
we, darling?” 

Lucy turned, her smile growing again at 
the sound of the voice. 

“It was a marvelous idea, Kot,” she said. 
“We spent so many years competing with 
each other. Cooperation is so much more 
satisfying.” 

Rot’s giggle was musical. He was as much 
an artist as she was. Someday, perhaps, they 
might even collaborate on the ultimate human 
art form, untainted by base passions or any- 
thing else that did not belong in society. 

Perhaps. They had many centuries left to 
decide. The universe could not touch them. □ 
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though; he lives in Wisconsin, where the 
state flower is the cheese-flavored icicle. 

I learned that in the WWN. Really. No kidding. 

You, on the other hand, will learn lots of 
things in this anthology. You will learn, for 
example, that Elvis is very important to the 
development of world peace, that Marilyn is 
very important to the development of a cou- 
ple of things I can’t mention on account of 
this is a family magazine, and that Hitler isn’t 
funny. Never was. Never will be. Something 
in his genes, I think. 

I also learned in the WWN that there is 
great personal danger in picking out specific 
stories from an anthology for praise, 
because then everyone else in the anthology 
wants to know why you didn’t mention his 
or her story. In fact, I know for a fact that 
writers who read reviews like this don’t read 
the reviews at all; all they do is skim the col- 
umn until they find their name, then they 
read. And if they don’t find their name, they 
get really ticked and write letters to the edi- 
tor wanting to know what kind of idiot 



SF SPOTLIGHT: 

Pat Cadigan 

E ver since her first professional 
sale, the short story “Criers and 
Killers” to New Dimensions 1 1 
in 1980, Pat Cadigan has been a 
master at portraying the mean streets 
of the future, so much so that the pres- 
tigious London Guardian has recently 
dubbed her “the Queen of Cyberpunk.” 
Her streetwise SF novels Mindplayers 
and Synners portrayed a gritty tomor- 
row where new personas are as inter- 
changeable as new clothes, and humans 
can plug directly into computers popu- 
lated by both Artificial Intelligences and 
killing viruses. She is currently hard at 
work on her new novel Parasite, full of, 
as Cadigan puts it, “adventure, near- 
future, with a premise that boils down 
to something my grandmother said 
once: saving the world will create more 
problems than it solves. I think she’s 
right.” The Queen’s most recent SF 
novel pick is Pasquale’s Angel by Paul 
McAuley: “I say alternative history is 
science fiction. You got a problem with 
that?” As for films, the SF movie she’s 
most recently seen and recommends is 
The Thing, “die John Carpenter remake, 
not the original. You got a problem with 
that?” No, not us. When asked about her 
greatest accomplishment, she responded, 
“I like to believe I haven’t done that 
yet.” From the hard-boiled brilliance of 
her work so far, we look forward to 
reading her every word as she chases 
those cyberpunk dreams. 



writes reviews without their names in them. 

Nevertheless, on account of I have as 
much journalistic integrity as the WWN, and 
on account of you don’t know where I live, I 
cannot but help (that’s Connecticut phras- 
ing, by the way) mentioning a few gems 
among the 36 stories here that are my per- 
sonal favorites. 

For example, “Those Rowdy Royals!” by 
Laura Resnick, is the most perfect, and fun- 
niest, tabloid recreation piece in the book. I 
think Ms. Resnick is much more aware of 
these types of “newspapers” than her pedi- 
gree might suggest and perhaps ought to 
visit her local support group as soon as she 
can (12 steps toward reading the New York 
Times without falling asleep). I won’t spoil 
it for you, but if you’ve seen “The Lion in 
Winter,” you'll probably have a pretty good 
idea what to expect. 

Lawrence Watt-Evans, on the other hand, 
doesn’t write funny like Ms. Resnick writes 
funny, but he writes funny anyway (under 
more names than I do, I might add), and 
some one (Connecticut term meaning “you”) 
should check out “The Bride of Bigfoot,” 
wherein a somewhat dubious gentleman 
picks up a hitchhiker who looks remarkably 
like my mother-in-law (except she has more 
teeth) and embarks upon an adventure in 
search of True Love. It’s one for the heart- 
strings. Really good, too. 

On the third hand (you’d know this was 
possible if you too read the WWN), George 
Alec Effinger is funny in a different way than 
those two, in “Martian Memorial to Elvis 
Sighted” It’s Elvis (for about the umpteenth 
time in this book) crossed with Edgar Rice 
Burroughs, with a little Stewart Granger 
thrown in for spice and sword stuff. If you 
don’t know who Stewart Granger is. . . sigh. 

And if you don’t know who Kristine 
Kathryn Rusch is, mayhaps you ought to 
read “Elvis at the White House,” wherein 
Elvis — . You know, if I tell you about this 
story, you won’t have to read it because 
you’ll know all about it and lynch me for 
telling you about it. Maybe I won’t tell you 
about it. Maybe I should just say that a sort 
of Elvis (how come nobody thinks Bill Haley 
is still alive? What is he, chopped liver?) and 
a psychic investigator join forces to attempt 
to prevent a terrible thing from happening. If 
that’s not enough, maybe I should also add 
that there are a real lot of homy people in 
this story, and only one of them has to take 
a cold shower. 

But I would be remiss in not cautioning 
you that, despite the cover, the cover copy, 
and all but one word of Ms. Friesner’s swell 
introduction, there are some deliberately 
unfunny stories in here as well. Too many, 
actually, for my expectations. But if that 
doesn’t bother you, please do not miss John 
DeChancie’s “Hitler Clone in Argentina Plots 
Falklands Reprise,” a terrific piece of writ- 
ing. More than that I dare not say because 
I’ll embarrass him. 

I am, of course, too much a gentleman and 
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coward to say that there are, perhaps 
inevitably, two or three duds here too. So I 
won’t. But there are. By their dudness shall 
ye know them. 

Nevertheless, duds (milk and otherwise) 
aside, Alien Pregnant by Elvis is well worth 
your time and money. And, unlike The 
Weekly World News, you won’t get ink on 
your fingers. 

Lionel Fenn 



Recent and Recommended 

•What does Star Trek’s star have in com- 
mon with Richard Burton, Helen Hayes, A1 
Jolson and Tallulah Bankhead? They are all 
considered worthy of a volume in the Green- 
wood Press series “Bio-Bibliographies in the 
Performing Aits.” The closest this publisher 
has come before to things science fictional is 
with the volume devoted to Boris Karloff, 
but this is the first time they’ve scrutinized 
with such scholarly intent a Figure known 
primarily for dashing across the galaxies. 
William Shatner:ABio-Bibliogmphy (Green- 
wood Press, hardcover, 324 pages, $49.95) 
by Dennis William Hauck is an exhaustive 
look at the first (and some believe the best) 
of the captains of the Starship Enterprise. 
Shatner’s every move is splashed across 
these pages, from his debut on the Canadian 
stage playing Tom Sawyer at the age of 8, 
through his early pr e-Star Trek appearances 
during the golden age of television on such 
shows as Omnibus and the Kaiser Alu- 
minum Hour, on through every game show, 
talk show and personal appearance he has 
ever made. This Trekker bible is sure to 
resolve many a trivia argument. If buying a 
copy for personal use will break your check- 
book, at the very least you should convince 
your local library to order one. 

•It’s been over 20 years since Spider 
Robinson first introduced us to the pun-der- 
ful denizens of his Callahan’s saloon series, 
the science fiction community’s own version 
of the TV show Cheers. Since that time, with 
his collections Callahan’s Crosstime 
Saloon, Time Travelers Strictly Cash and 
others, Robinson has found a broad audi- 
ence for his unique blend of humor and 
pathos. One of the oddities about Callahan’s 
saloon was that instead of there being a mir- 
ror behind the bar, there stretched “the 
Wall,” where Callahan scrawled the best bits 
of dialogue he overheard in his 30 years as a 
bartender. Off the Wall at Callahan’s (Tor, 
trade paperback, 160 pages, $9.95) brings 
together the best of these epigrammatic 
eavesdropped snatches. An odd concept for 
a book, but also oddly fulfilling. You don’t 
have to have read all the Callahan stories to 
appreciate this volume, but you should 
remember to bring your sense of humor with 
you when you enter this world of maxims, 
puns, and silly songs. If you can smile while 
reading these— “If you can’t cut the mustard, 
you can always lick the jar,” “There are few 
things on earth as dangerous as a liberal vig- 
ilante,” and “Be he never so humble, there’s 
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no police like Holmes” — then this book was 
written for you. 

•With America’s mind on the enigmatic 
Oskar Schindler of Schindler’s List, it is per- 
haps time to reconsider the tale of Wemher 
von Braun, the German rocket engineer who 
designed the first self-contained missile, the 
V-2. Although it was used as a weapon 
against the United Kingdom in World War II, 
without it, there would have been no man on 
the moon. In fact, in mid-March of 1944, Von 
Braun himself was arrested by the Gestapo 
because of his “crime” in declaring that his 
main interest in rocket development was its 
potential for space travel rather than its use 
as a weapon that would allow Germany to 
win the war. Wemher von Braun, Crusader 
for Space: An Illustrated Memoir by Ernst 
Stuhlinger and Frederick I. Ordway III 
(Krieger Publishing Company, hardcover, 
168 pages, $29.50) puts a face to the man 
who, after coming to America, led the team 
that put the first artificial satellite in orbit 
and developed the Saturn rocket used in the 
Apollo moon-landing program. Aside from a 
brief introduction, the book is composed 
entirely of hundreds of photos of Von Braun 
at all stages of his life. Particularly moving is 
his portrait at the Kennedy Space Center, 
standing in front of the Apollo 1 1 spacecraft 
atop its Saturn rocket just before its historic 
launch 25 years ago. Not many people live 
to see their dreams come true. Von Braun 
was one of the lucky few, and this book 
allows us to remember why we ourselves 
are lucky for having been allowed to share in 
his success. 

•Ait books are fascinating objects, partic- 
ularly if one is in search of the creator inside 
the image. The artist, hiding behind a thin 
film of paint, is often illusive, and the viewer 
must decode the images to reach the human 
being inside. Not so with Carl Lundgren: 
Great Artist (Gator Press Publishing, trade 
paperback, 120 pages $25.00), a volume that 
covers the career of an artist whose work 
spans SF paperback book covers, rock 
posters, underground comics, greeting cards 
and myriad other media. For the narrative 
Carl Lundgren has written to accompany his 
visions covers not just art but the story of 
his loves, triumphs, defeats, marriage, 
divorce, disillusionment, retirement and 
rebirth. He puts not only his life’s work but 
his life itself before us, proud and 
unashamed. His work has graced the covers 
of nuyor novels by Robert Heinlein, Nancy 
Springer, Algis Budrys, and Damon Knight, 
as well as covers for such magazines as 
Weird Tales, F&SF, Mike Shayne’s Mystery 
Magazine and Writer’s Digest. One light 
touch is that his first drawing, done at the 
age of two and saved by his mother, is also 
included. The text and art of this volume 
blend together to form a fascinating portrait 
that is frank, alive, and a great deal of fun. 
The pictures chosen are worth study, and the 
words make this far more human than most 
art books ever even attempt. 
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Contributors 



R ick Wilber has published more 
than 100 short stories and poems 
and over 1,000 non-fiction newspa- 
per and magazine articles. This ex- 
pertise helped him in writing the textbook 
Magazine Feature Writing, just out from St. 
Martin’s Press. In the midst of this prolific 
career, he is also a journalism professor at 
the University of South Florida, the editor of 
The Tampa Tribune's quarterly fiction sup- 
plement, and the administrator of the Isaac 
Asimov Award for undergraduate excellence 
in science fiction and fantasy writing. 
Richard Ilescox’s paintings have been ap- 
pearing on paperback book covers for over 
17 years on such projects as del Rey’s uni- 
form edition of the Edgar Rice Burrough’s 
Venus series, DAW’S Tower of Darkover by 
Marion Zimmer Bradley, and Lynn High- 
tower’s Alien Blues for Ace. A Californian 
native, Hescox currently lives in British Co- 
lumbia, where he works for Sanctuary Woods 
Multimedia as a computer game designer. 

Mark Rich has had a fruitful 1993, with 
stories published in Full Spectrum 4, Ana- 
log, Amazing, and Expanse. His first short 
story collection Lifting (Wordcraft of Ore- 
gon) won the Leslie Cross Fiction Award 
from the Council of Wisconsin Writers. His 
hobbies and causes include walking, beer, 
Poe and Cyril Kornbluth. Gary Freeman 
has been a SF fan all of his life stalling with 
Ray Bradbury and Harlan Ellison, but it took 
seeing Frank Frazetta’s covers on editions 
of Burroughs and Howard that led this Las 
Vegas, Nevada, artist to become a profes- 
sional in the fields of advertising and pub- 
lishing. For over 15 years, his work has 
appeared in all the major SF magazines. In- 
veterate gamblers may recognize his work 
done for the Nevada Commission of Tourism 
and the Las Vegas Convention Authority. 

Daniel Hood’s first novel, Fanuilh, is 
now on sale from Berkeley Publishing. His 
last short stoiy for us, “The Wealth of King- 
doms,” is being reprinted in Year’s Best Fan- 
tasy and Horror from St. Martin’s Press. He 
has recently transferred to Belgium where 
he works for The Wall Street Journal Eu- 
rope. Nick Smith recently designed 17 dif- 
ferent alien creatures for Starport, the latest 




SF television project of George R. R. Martin, 
a 4-hour TV pilot to appear on the Fox Net- 
work. Since his first sale in 1989, he has had 
over 70 internationally published paintings, 
including 3 game and book covers for the 
Shatterzone roleplaying game series. 

Lawrence Schimel has had dozens of an- 
thology and magazine appearances in the 
past few years. His most recent publication 
is in the DAW anthology Weird Tales From 
Shakespeare, now on sale. 




Daniel Hood Nick Smith 



Vincent Di Fate has just come off his 
dream project, of which he says, “for 3 
weeks I was 12 years old again”— he has 
painted 36 different dinosaur stamps to be 
released by Grenada and the Grenada 
Grenadines. His artwork will soon appear on 
the cover of the laser-disc release of the film 
The Amazing Mr. X with Turhan Bey. 

Elizabeth Hand first began publishing 
fiction in 1988 with a short stoiy in the de- 
funct but beloved Tivilight Zone magazine!. 
Her recent novels Wintering and Aestival 
Tide have garnered critical acclaim. Her 
non-fiction has appeared in The New York 
Revieiv of Science Fiction and The Wash- 
ington Post, and she is a contributing editor 
to the Detroit Metro Times. Readers inter- 
ested in SF comics should try out Anima, 
new from the Vertigo line of DC Comics. Her 
next novel, Waking the Moon, will appear 
next year from Bantam. 

Barry N. Malzberg’s newest collection of 
short fiction, The Passage of the Light, will 
be appearing this fall from NESFA Press. As- 
tute readers will note that the short story 
from which the book’s title is taken first ap- 
peared in the November 1993 issue of this 
magazine. Janet Aulisio is, in addition to 
her commissioned work for all of the field’s 
mqjor SF magazines, currently working on a 
more personal series of paintings which she 
will begin exhibiting at SF conventions 
around the country. Her recent published 
work includes paintings for the games Shad- 
owrun and Earthdaum for the FASA Corp. 

David Brin’s fiction has garnered him 
both Hugo and Nebula Awards. His newest 
novel Nevemess, will be released in Sep- 
tember from Bantam Spectra. □ 
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